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	1. Chapter 1

It's time for a new adventure. We'll just say I'm working on some things and leave it there. This starts in medias res, but it should all make sense pretty quickly. I haven't watched any US wrestling since I moved, so I'll be playing in the fields I'm familiar with now.

* * *

><p>"It's what you wanted, aye?" Jack smiled at Chandra just as gently and kindly as he could manage. They were in, no going back. Not even unshackling her would undo it, not now. So he intended for it to work exactly as he knew it could if he was very careful, very patient.<p>

"Wanted? Are you out of your mind? Unlock these fucking things." She yanked at the bonds, hard at first, then as hard as he thought she could do. They didn't shift a bit. Quality cost, but it was always worth it.

"You don't give orders, flower. I do. I'm so much better at it than you are. And you're good at obeying them, aye?"

"Go to hell."

"Another order. Drew's right. You do like to get yourself in trouble. But he'll not come stomping to your rescue this time. You've run a long time on that trick, but it's done now."

"What the hell are you talking about?"

"Don't act as if you don't know, flower. You do. So do I. Drew doesn't, though I don't know how. You get yourself into trouble, and there he is to rescue the wee damsel in distress. Again and again. How many times did you think it would take before he fell in love with you?"

"You really are crazy."

"I'm not. I know exactly what I want, so I can't be so mental as all that. And aren't you the least bit curious to know what I want?"

"Pretty obvious, isn't it?"

"Oh aye, that. I'm a living man. But more than that only. I want things you want to give me. You don't know it yet, but you will."

The sound of her gasp when she saw the knife went through him like an ache. It was sharp; cutting away her clothes was a matter of four quick swipes.

"Fucking hell, look at this. And he never has? He says not, but I'm not so sure I believe it."

"Never."

He heard the hurt in her voice; he thought she likely didn't. "You've wanted him to."

"It doesn't matter if I do or not. He's getting married, and I'm going to be out on my own again pretty soon, I think. She doesn't like me very much."

_Can't imagine why._ "Do you know what a safeword is, flower?"

She nodded.

"Good, then. And you know what's going to happen now?"

She nodded again, eyes wide, breath quickening.

"Your word is...mmm, raspberry. You'll remember that? Say, don't nod. I want to hear you'll remember."

"I will."

Lovely as she was this way, it was her eyes he watched as he freed himself and moved over her. He knew the look; he'd seen it there before. It was right after Drew had told her about his taste in moonlighting work. He'd not been happy Drew had done that without warning him first, but her reaction had made up for it. That was familiar, too, and not only from her; sudden shyness, the little sidelong glances, the reassessing gaze. Curiosity.

It was by feel he knew he was right about her, by the tensing of the muscles in her belly and thighs as he drove deep into her. She couldn't twist or pull away, but she could arch toward him, and she did, hard. And even as she did, pleading, negation.

"No, please...Jack, don't."

But not the word, the only one that would make him stop. "You've not...how long?"

"All along. Oh God, _ow_."

He went a little easier. But not much. It hadn't exactly been a protest. "All along? Since you _met_?"

"Yes. Please...I waited. You...you're..."

"I'm making you cheat on a man who doesn't want you, aye? Is that it?" _Nearly six years._ His mind kept wanting to push it away.

Anger flared in her eyes, but it drained away. "All right, then."

It was like watching lights switching off. He had no intention of having that. "Ah, no. You stay here, flower. Right here with me." He went in hard, deep, all the way, savoring the choked cry it tore from her. Pain, pleasure...he couldn't tell, and no doubt she couldn't, either. But he liked it, and clearly so did she. _I'm going to show you things you never knew existed. You'll beg me for more._

She was, right now. Not for those things, but for more. Six years. _I'd be raving for it, too._ "Come for me, flower. Nice and hard. Now."

She did, on command, at the word. She clenched around him tightly enough to hurt, once, twice, a third time; it was exquisite.

She was quiet when it was through, not struggling any more, not arguing, just looking up at him with a calm, thoughtful gaze. He loved this look, loved having earned it, whether with sex or with a whip in hand - sleepy, sated, very open to suggestion. And he loved making use of it; that wasn't appropriate in working space. But here, now? Very.

"If we're to go on, it means you belong to me. You do as I say, whenever I say, however I want it done."

"Yes, all right."

"All right what?"

"All right...sir."

He'd been wondering what word she'd use, what she'd be comfortable with. "You're going to do things for me you didn't know you were capable of." He reached up and worked the combinations on the cuff locks, brought her arms down to her sides slowly so they wouldn't cramp. That wasn't the pain he wanted her to go through, and this wasn't the time. But it would have to begin soon. He had a month. If he hadn't set her right before Drew got back, she'd slip away from him again, sure as the tide going out.


	2. Chapter 2

"I was wondering if I'd find you gone come morning."

"That...would be bullshit. My legs are still chained to the goddamn bed. Did you ever see _The Thing_?"

Jack laughed softly. Yes, this was going to be very enjoyable. "It's not winter. And this isn't a couch." He opened the restraints around her ankles. "Don't move yet. You'll cramp." He started with her feet and worked up each leg in turn, kneading and moving the long muscles. "But just being here doesn't mean you're still in this, aye? Are you?"

"What, you're actually asking me?"

"I prefer consent."

"I wouldn't have guessed it last night." Chandra got up and went to her travel bag; she certainly wasn't going to be wearing the clothes she'd walked in with.

"Are you going to say now you didn't want it?"

She was glad to have her suitcase to root around in. "No, I did. I came back here with you, didn't I? But you didn't act like that really mattered much."

"Of course it matters. I'd not have given you a safeword if not. Dress yourself later. Come here."

"Yes, sir." She stood there before him, nearly as tall, all defiance in every bit of her, the tilt of her head, the challenge in her gaze. It made him want to restrain her and have her again, to put her in her place as she ought to be put there. There wasn't time, though. It was a long drive to Inverness.

He grabbed a handful of her hair (almost too short for that now, and he still wondered if Drew had noticed the timing of that haircut, two days after he'd announced his engagement) and yanked until she had to go to her knees to relieve the pain. It took a while before she did it. God, finding her limits was going to be a pleasure.

"There are understandings we'll need to have, flower. Rules you're to follow. We'll talk about that. We've a three-hour drive to do it in."

"No rules for you?"

"There are. How new _is_ this to you?"

"Completely, other than some books and websites that probably had it all wrong."

"Surely. We can start with mornings, aye? Given the position you're in, I'm sure you're able to sort out how those are to begin."

She was able. And very willing. And very good. Two minutes in, he sighed and leaned back against the wall, eyes half closed but still watching her at work on him. _If you truly never have, man, you're a fool._ He still doubted it, no matter they both insisted. After meeting his girlfriend-now-fiancee, yes. But before that? Surely once, at the least. If only for there to be something to keep her hopes up.

He could find out about that later. She'd tell him the truth. He might have to train her to do it, but she would. For now, there was the lovely feeling of her tongue flicking against him to concentrate on. And a bit of breakfast to give her. She took that just as eagerly. And without question, as she'd taken him into her unprotected last night. They'd have to talk about that, too, but for now he just enjoyed the pleasure of it, the luxury.

Work was work, and sex didn't happen in it; it was simple as that. He'd learned that getting involved with clients outside work didn't end well; they were things better kept separate. So it had been a while since he'd had a proper sexual submissive in his bed, let alone one new and eager to be trained to please him. He suspected he didn't have much of a lifestyle sub on his hands, but it would be a pleasure to push those limits, too, to see where she might go.

In the car, she sat as she often did, shoes off, feet tucked up against her in the seat, knees under her chin, but watching him directly now, which she'd not ever done before.

"You have questions. Ask them."

"What happens now?"

Not especially specific, but it would do. "I collar you, first thing. There'll be no misunderstandings over whose you are." He smiled as he saw her gaze flicker up to his neck, where the leather collar he wore in the ring would be. "Not like that. Something more suited to you, that you can wear everywhere. Because you'll not be taking it off."

"Who would...misunderstand?"

"Any number of people I know that you've not met yet. You will. Shortly after you check yourself out of that hotel and come stay with me."

Her eyes widened, but she said nothing.

"What did you think, you'd just pop in when I want you there. You're to be there waiting for the wanting. First rule."

"Yes, sir."

For a moment, the thought of pulling to the side nearly won out. Hearing her say it was still like a drug, and out of bed, only the more. "I'll not expect to run your entire life, keep your money and the like. It's not really possible given your situation, and it's not so much to my taste. But you'll do as I say unless you can present me with a very good reason to not. If there's something not clear, ask. I prefer reward to punishment, but I will punish willfulness. You understand?"

"Yes, sir."

"As for my rules - did you think I'd forgotten? - there's really only one. But it covers a great deal. When you safeword, I stop. Instantly, whatever is happening. But if you're too frightened to be pushed at all, this isn't going to work. You have to trust me. Being worthy of it is the rule I have to keep to."

She was looking like he'd given her a lot to think about. He had. He let her.

It took about ten minutes. "Pushed how?"

"Finding out what you think your limits are. And then if they're further than you think. They nearly always are. How much you can give yourself over to me, how much pain you can take, how much pleasure you find in that pain, your endurance. You're far stronger than you think, flower. I can show it to you, the part you don't know yet is there. I can take you places with the ropes alone you've never been."

She went into pondering mode again. He already knew the answer, knew from the way her eyes had lit when he'd talked about ropework. He let her find her own way to it, though. That was consent, too.

"All right."

"You want it? To be mine?"

"Please, sir."

He couldn't imagine two more beautiful words. "Good, then. I'll see to that collar. You see to pleasing me."


	3. Chapter 3

This isn't exactly setting readership records, but I wasn't expecting that. Much more frustrating to me is that every technical problem I've ever had with the site is still in place, updates not moving to the top of the archive being the major one. It seems useless to post them if no one ever knows they exist.

* * *

><p>The first order of business was made easier by a simple coincidence: A friend who made a very particular kind of jewelry lived in Inverness. A phone call, and what he needed would be waiting after the card.<p>

The card itself? Oh, he had plans for that. The fans were already familiar with seeing them together, but always with Drew there, as well. They were going to see something new tonight. More than one something. It was time for Chandra's first real lesson in obeying him.

If they'd had more time, he'd have sent her off shopping in Glasgow; it would have been easier for her to find what he had in mind for her. But here would have to do. He handed her £300 and an address, stifling a smile at the expression on her face. "Go and have them find you something appropriate for tonight. They'll know what to do."

"Appropriate...how, exactly?"

"I think you understand me. And if you don't, they will."

She came back an hour later, and he could see by the look on her face that they'd understood perfectly.

"That crowd is going to chase me down, kill me, and eat me."

"We'll just have to be certain they're clear I'm the only one who's to be eating you. Go dress yourself. Show me."

It wasn't anything he'd have called outrageous or elaborate, certainly - PVC bustier and micro-skirt, all held together with straps and buckles, finished with fishnets and knee boots. She was covered enough to satisfy the promoter, who seemed to waver from show to show between whether the whole production was to be family friendly or not. But she was a sight indeed, covered though she was. Sometimes there were things to be said for leaving most of the bits to the imagination.

"Aye, well done."

"What is it you want me to do?"

"Follow my lead. And don't say a word. You'll not have to, looking like that."

He thought they could kill two birds, and fairly easily. She was about to have her public coming-out-kink party, to the civilians, at least; she had another very different one waiting for her with the people he knew in the life. And he intended to corner Red tonight about getting her a contract, which would solve her immigration problems for a while; the response from the fans he was expecting would surely not hurt his case for that.

After, he was satisfied, but he did wish he'd thought some things out better. That the crowd's reactions had involved invoking Drew's name he could have predicted, but Chandra clearly hadn't thought of it. She'd hidden it well, enough to make him quite proud of her, actually, but that first, slapped look hadn't been directed at the crowd, had it? It had gone directly to him.

What else were they going to do? Over a few weeks, she'd begun to seem more a part of Black Label, but to begin, she was clearly at the party with Drew and no one else. For a while, she'd literally, physically hidden behind him. Red she simply hadn't trusted, and he wasn't entirely sure she did even now. He suspected trust wasn't an easy thing for her, which only made the past 24 hours more of a wonder. That and for every bit she hadn't trusted Red, she'd seemed afraid of himself. Understandable, given how things had gotten started when Drew had come back.

So, a few wags in the crowd who'd fancied themselves clever had shouted things like "Not getting any sleep these days, aye lass?" and more pointed questions about whether she took the corkscrew as well as the two of them. Jack had mostly found it funny that they all left Red completely out of their maths, but he could see a kind of infuriated panic taking root in Chandra's eyes. If she lashed out, it would only be worse, and he'd brought it on; it was his to take care of.

That was easily done. He already had the mic in one hand. Pulling her to him with the other was a simple matter. "Whatever gave any of you the impression that I share my toys?" He didn't think the gaze-lock she turned up to him was at all for show; she was trying like hell to shut them out. He ran his fingers into the back of her close-cropped hair, tugging her head back with the handful; it would give her the perfect excuse to stay this way. "Just one more reason for you all to wish you could be me. She'd break the strongest of you, and burn the weakest to ash. But for me..." He leaned down and kissed her, catching her lower lip between his teeth for a few moments. Only the first couple of rows would be able to see that, but it would be enough; he could see phone cameras going off.

She held it in until they were backstage - and after too, for that matter. The only sign of her distress was the bizarre pacing she was doing, around the room, in smaller circuits each turn. He was tempted to wait and see if she finally ended it by just spinning in place, but she needed pulling back.

"Don't just walk in circles. Tell me." He didn't expect she would, not without the use of some force. He knew very well what was wrong, and that she wasn't going to be at all interested in saying it.

_How does a good man get to be the demon of a good woman?_ He had no idea, and no real hope either of them would or could ever explain. All that was left to him was an act of exorcism. And you got rid of a demon by first calling it up.

He pushed her skirt up, pleased to see she'd been outfitted to the skin, and by someone who knew what he'd like to see under the shiny stuff. There wasn't much more than a breath of lace to push aside. She was trembling as he pushed her up against the wall. He couldn't tell if it was from desire or rage. And it didn't really matter; she'd be having the same from him either way.

He pulled a clean t-shirt out of his bag and twisted it into a loose rope. "This once, and only once, flower." He tied it over her eyes. "Whoever you're seeing there in the dark is your business only." He lifted her - not far, she was only a couple of inches shorter - and plunged in. God, she was wet, so ready for it. He didn't have to be careful, not with her like this; he could just indulge himself. And tell himself he didn't know what was going on behind the blindfold.

It was at the very edge of his vision that he saw her hand swing out, then lash up and in. _Fuck me, I knew I ought to have restrained her._ He got ready to dodge if she really was going for his eyes.

She didn't; she reached up and yanked down the makeshift blindfold instead, eyes locking with his the moment they were uncovered.

"Aye? You've chosen, then?"

Her nails dug hard into his back. He laughed at the stinging, not so much thrusting as lunging into her now. He doubted all the demons had fled just as easily as that, but she wanted them gone. That was all he needed to get to work on them.


	4. Chapter 4

The problem with posting apparently is still what it was when it frustrated me into quitting before: If I post more than once in 24 hours, only the first post updates the story's timestamp. I'm writing a lot faster than that, but I can't post any more often and have anyone know it.

* * *

><p>She had nothing at all to say in the car, but he sensed it was thoughtful silence now, not angry or willful. He knew he was right when she abruptly curled up with her head in his lap. He tilted the steering wheel up as far as it could go. It still couldn't be a very comfortable position, but it was clearly where she wanted to be.<p>

_Just my luck we'll be pulled over and dressed as we are, I'll be having to explain how this absolutely is not an instance of road head._ Never mind; it would be worth the ticket, having her this way at last. It was the ideal state to collar her in.

He let the fingers of his free hand find their way into her hair. "I was thinking of having you grow this out. I think I'd rather you keep it. You look like no other woman in the business." Which was true, but it was secondary to the simple fact that he liked it. The contrast of the gamine look it gave her and the clothes she had on did it for him in all the right ways. And there wasn't hair to hide the collar she'd also have on shortly. "A bit of a lesson now, flower. Are you paying mind?"

"Yes, sir."

"You're to act differently among the people we're going to see. You speak when I give you permission. If someone does anything that makes you uncomfortable, don't speak even then. Step behind me. I'll put a stop to it. More likely is that no one will speak to you without asking my permission first. If they do, and I give it, you can take that as your own permission to speak, as well. Answer what's said to or asked of you as briefly as possible. If something that's said troubles you, look to me. I'll answer."

"No one's...going to touch me?"

"Anyone who does will pull back a broken fucking arm. You'll not be harmed, flower. It's not about that. And here there will only be two people, three maybe. I know them all well."

It turned out to be three. They were curious, certainly, and the one he would most have suspected it of was giving Chandra long, interested looks. He was about to stop that shite right here in its tracks.

"I'll have to measure." The jeweler was holding a tape measure, but waiting for permission. Jack nodded.

It only took a few seconds, and Chandra, for all that she looked like she was ready to bolt for the door, held her ground for it.

"Her collarbones are prominent, so the collar will sit fairly squarely on the points. Stainless will be heavy, and it'll hurt. Unless you're looking for it to be painful, I'd recommend titanium. It's much lighter."

"Let me see both."

It took about two seconds of holding both collars to see exactly what he meant. Jack nodded toward the titanium. Pain was of no use if he wasn't controlling it precisely. The lock was a pin-held construction, nearly invisible closed, and openable only with a key, which he would of course have. Considering their situation, though, he got a second key. Her 4,000 miles away and needing the collar off for some emergency wasn't the stuff of a good laugh.

He brought the collar over to Chandra; she'd calmed considerably as it became clear she truly wouldn't have to interact with anyone, but she went right back to jumpy when she saw what was in his hands.

"Last time to turn back, flower. You want this? Knowing it'll not come off again unless we both agree to it?"

She nodded.

"This you have to say."

"Yes, sir."

"Aye, good. And now tell _me_."

Confusion rose in and then cleared from her eyes in a few moments. "Put it on me, Jack. I want you to. Please."

The sounds she made as he closed the collar around her neck and triggered the lock were like the sounds she made when she was about to come. It was lovely on her, at first sight only a circle of silver metal, elegant in its simple form. She could wear it anywhere without question. But they would know, and so would anyone who knew what to look for. He ran his fingertip along the cool metal, already starting to warm from its contact with her skin, and kissed her. Then he made sure she watched as he dropped the key on its chain around his own neck and inside his shirt. He didn't think he'd ever wanted anything so much in his life as he wanted to fuck her right now.

"When will you bring her out? Everyone's going to want a look."

"Soon. When her training for it is done. She's not been in the life."

"Marielle's having a party two weeks from tomorrow."

"That ought to be enough time. When she's attentive, she's a good girl."

She was silent on the trip back to the hotel. She didn't touch the collar, either. She didn't have to. It touched her, constantly. He let her stay within herself until they were back in the room.

"I told you I prefer reward to punishment. Now you'll see."

"Which will I see, sir?"

"Do you really not know how much you've pleased me today? How many ways? Come here to me."

He undressed her slowly, soothing irritated skin with his fingertips, feeling her breasts swell into his palms as he freed them from their confinement. She was trying so hard to not touch him, to not grab and pull and demand. Her struggle to obey - to try to predict so she could obey without even being told - excited him, but he had something else in mind now.

He thought about tying her down just to keep her mind focused, but he didn't think he had to, not tonight. The collar was more than new enough to do that for him. She made those lovely, hungry sounds again as he ran his fingers over it.

"All mine now, to do with as I please. My fuck-toy. My pet." He flicked the collar with his fingernail. The metal made a soft chiming sound, vibrating lightly in response. She came as if it were somewhere other than around her neck.

"Well, now. This could be interesting." He pushed her back onto the bed and followed her down, working her legs apart with a knee as he unzipped himself and rolled onto her.

It _was_ interesting. He didn't have to do anything other than fuck her, slowly, lazily even, just enjoying the sweet, hot caress of her around him...and set the collar chiming once in a while. She came harder each time he did it, sobbed and twisted under him when he teased and didn't follow through.

He'd lost count at nine, and was certain she'd lost count long before. She didn't look like she knew where she was or what was happening to her any longer. It would be so easy to turn this into agony for her, strike the collar over and over again until her body simply overloaded on sensation and tried to shut down. It would be an exquisite punishment, but she'd not earned punishment tonight. He went at her more urgently, wanting to finish himself now, to take her with him.

He watched her for a while when it was done, certain she was still coming, a minute and then two after he'd pulled out. He thought then to grab his phone. She didn't notice. He was fairly sure she wouldn't have noticed a cannon being set off across the room. 45 seconds of video, something against the lean times, because those would come, and far too soon if he couldn't do something to help with her work status.

She'd quieted and then fallen asleep, and he was about to do the same when his phone chimed. Drew. After their little show in the ring tonight, he'd been expecting that.

_What in hell exactly is it I'm seeing?_

_Photos from the show, I'll assume. Lovely when she's behaving as she was made to, isn't she?_

_And did she know you intended that beforehand?_

_Absolutely. She came through it like a champ. Liked it, I'd even dare say. She's happy as a lark right now. I'd send you proof, but I'll not be the one to start that again._

_I've learned where delete is since. If she's truly all right, show me._

Jack glanced over, but he liked the video he already had. And it was time for Drew to know this, as well. He sent it.

_Christ, you collared her? Does she understand?_

Count on Drew to comment on that before the uncontrolled orgasms. _She does. She asked for it. Are we pretending you never thought this might happen when you left her here with me?_

_I thought something might. But this is a bit sudden._

_She's ready, wouldn't you say?_

_Are you? If you're taking her up the garden path, I'll not forget it soon._

_I'm not, man, I swear that. Something about her, it drives me to make certain of things._

_We've got to get her status sorted, then. Quickly. The having to go back to renew every few months is no joy, but it's better than being deported._

He could think of many things that were. But Drew had answered a lingering question just now. If there'd been even a hint of jealousy in his response to all this, he'd hidden it well, far better than he hid most things. The more likely was that there was no jealousy to begin with. Chandra wouldn't be pleased to discover that, but he liked it just fine. It would uncomplicate a great many things.


	5. Chapter 5

Thanks for the reviews! I don't know why they took so long to show up. This site may not drive me to drink, but it's giving me one hell of a good excuse.

* * *

><p>"Mmm, good morning to you, too, pet. Come here to me."<p>

She'd remembered how mornings began. He was pleased, in more ways than one. He tumbled her back onto the bed with him. "You really are quite good at that. I think it's time for a talk about limits, hmm?"

"Why, do you have some?"

He laughed softly. "None you'll ever run up against. But you've not named any. I have to know them."

"I'm...not sure what you're asking."

"All right." He turned and pinned her to the bed. "What would you think of being told what a dirty little slut you are, what a whore for my cock?" He smiled at the little twitch at the corner of her mouth. "Ah, now is that 'I'm not so sure what I think of this' or 'Go and fuck yourself, you misogynist bastard, you'll not be fucking me any more with that kind of talk'?"

She mulled it over. "Name-calling is what grade-school bullies do. That's not sexy."

There was no denying that. "Now, the ropes, those you like."

She shivered against him.

"We've not even touched the surface of that. Shibari. Suspension. Decorative. And so many ways to restrain you for my use, pet. You'll wear my marks, all over you, many times. As your clothing when we're alone. Under as our secret the rest of the time. And pain, my flower? How much have you explored that?"

She hesitated long enough that he knew the answer was more complex than the "Not at all" she finally said.

"It's not the same as someone beating you. Who was it?"

She shook her head fiercely, trying to hide her face in his shoulder at the same time.

What he remembered most clearly about Drew first telling him about her was the helpless fury in his voice as he had. Drew had taken her from Nexus - at some risk to himself, Jack had the impression. He never had said why he'd done it; and it seemed what it was reasonable to assume at the time hadn't been true after all.

"Was it Barrett?"

"No. God, no." She sounded so shocked, so surprised by the question, that he didn't have much doubt over the answer.

"One of the others, then."

"It's over. It was a long time ago, the moment Drew took me away from there."

"And you fell in love with your rescuer."

She looked away again; this time he turned her face back toward his. "It's not anything to be ashamed of. You're surely not the first that's happened to." Then something fell into place. "Barrett?"

"He didn't want me, either. Are you in the habit of collecting rejects?"

"I'm in the habit of having better taste than most. I don't know about Barrett, but you do know Drew couldn't have given you the things you need, aye? He's not wired that way."

"I know. I just..."

"You just did what comes naturally to someone wired as you are, flower. That's all. He brought you here to me, so he's done his part now."

She looked startled by the idea; something about her expression said a door had just opened in her head that she hadn't even known was there. A way out, maybe.

"But you'll not tell me which one?"

"It's over."

He knew he could order her to now, and she most likely would. But it would cost him a good bit of her trust and not serve the purpose he intended. There was surely nothing he could do about it now, not from here, but the telling would do her good if she'd do it.

He wasn't above finding out on his own if he could, though. The moment she was in the shower, he grabbed his phone.

_Which one was it? Who hurt her?_

_You work fast. It was months before she'd admit to me anything at all happened. Even though I saw the bruises. And the bites._

_Fucking hell. She never said which?_

_No. I had ideas of my own, but I was wrong._

_Barrett?_

_Christ, no. He'd have his own arm off before he'd use it to harm a woman. And he never let them come after me for taking her, so I suspect he knew all wasn't well there._

_Who did you think, then?_

_Heath. He was around her most that I saw._

_To protect her, aye?_

_It was. It took him a while to admit it, too. By then, I knew he simply wouldn't have harmed her. And now that you brought it up, go gently with her, Jack. It wasn't just beatings. The marks were all over on her. Everywhere._

For a few moments, all he could think of was making her tell him, getting the name out of her however he had to. So that someday, somehow, he could get his hands around the man's throat. But while it might make him feel better, it would do her nothing but harm.

He didn't entirely understand her even now, but these were more pieces of the puzzle of what could make her so tough-minded and at the same time mutely terrified of facing people directly. Of what could make a woman who seemed to him mostly sensible fall in love with a man for no more than showing her reliable kindness. Of how she could have such hard limits on some things, and so few where her own safety was concerned.

_It's not pain that puts you off, is it, sweetheart? Pain you can deal with. It's mistreatment. But you'll not have to worry about that any longer. Not from anyone._

Three days with nowhere to be and nothing to be done was a luxury. It was tempting to just stay in the hotel for the duration and indulge himself until he couldn't move. And then order Chandra to get on board and ride. But there was something else that needed doing, and off time took away any excuses she might have.

The towel she came out of the shower wearing was hotel-short and did little to cover her. He thought about stealing it so she could wear it for him again. "We'll get something to eat, then we've got to get back to Glasgow."

"Something come up?"

_Bend over that way again in that towel and something will._ "You've got a hotel to move out of. Thought I forgot, aye?"

"No, I knew you wouldn't. Are you sure?"

He walked over and ran a fingertip along the arc of the collar. "This says I'm certain. And that you don't have to wonder."

She smiled; he hadn't realized how rare that was until now. "All right. I won't."

She made no more protest about moving, and it wasn't much of an undertaking; it wouldn't be, living as she was on what she could take on a plane in two bags. He wasn't sure his flat was much of an upgrade from her hotel room, but it was in a better part of the city.

"Any surprises for me now you're here?"

That got him his second smile in a day. "I put the cap back on the toothpaste, I give pretty good backrubs, I don't leave my socks hanging on the doorknobs, and I can cook. How's that?"

"Lovely, so long as you can shop, as well. I don't have anything to cook."

It was takeaway curry that night; he wasn't willing to send her off for so long, not the first night. The first night was for settling her into his home, and into his bed.

Some things she had the instinct for. He didn't have to tell her to take her place after dinner, though he did have to order her quite firmly to leave off the dishes, he'd not brought her here to be a maid. After that, she sat contentedly on the floor next to him, leaning on his legs, head in his lap, arching like a contented cat at his fingers combing lazily through her hair.

The television wasn't doing a great deal to occupy his mind. It was mostly full of what he'd do to her when he finally gave in and ordered her to bed. The idea rose gradually: There should be something before then, something to start seeking out her limits. Gently at first, yes, but an exploration.

"Do you see that bag next to the shelves, pet?"

"Yes, sir."

"Get it and bring it to me."

She did, eyes wide. They got much wider when he reached in and pulled out a length of rope.

"Strip off. Slowly."

She did. He watched every motion, every gesture, relishing how she began to put on a bit of a show for him as she warmed to the attention. When every scrap of clothing was gone, she stood there before him, head back, eyes blazing. Proud of being looked at, of being wanted.

_Here. This. You belong in this place, and I'll have you in it again and again until it's second nature to you._ He considered the space; he hadn't been planning this, so he was going to have to improvise.

The kitchen counter was the right height. It would do for this time. He ordered her over to it, then lifted her onto it and told her to kneel. When he walked around behind her, she started to turn. She stopped at a barked order to not move.

The rope he'd chosen was linen, his favorite to work with. It left lovely marks and still felt good on the skin. And the ends above the whipping did interesting things. He smiled and pressed one end of the rope lightly against the back of her neck, drawing it slowly down to her tailbone. If the sounds she made were any measure, she was feeling too many sensations to separate as she giggled, moaned, and whispered his name. He ran his fingers down the insides of her arms to the wrists then grabbed them and pulled them behind her, palms up and thumbs together.

"Please, sir..."

"Mmm? What do you need, pet?"

"I...please, I need it..."

"Tell me."

"I need you to fuck me." It came out as a tumbling sigh, all on one breath.

"Oh, I will, pet. I will, and the deeper I am in you, the deeper my marks will be in you, too. You like that?"

"Yes, please, sir, I want that, please."

He took his time; as much as he wanted to keep his word, he wanted the marks to be beautiful and deep. A dragonfly sleeve would do the job - leave lovely marks, especially if he spent some time over the central knots, and thoroughly restrain her for the sex, as well.

It took him about 15 minutes to finish. He was delighted by how much and how clearly it was foreplay to her; she was utterly ready for him by the time he secured the ends of the rope and went to get the pillows from the sofa. She bent to rest her upper body on them without being told.

The sound she made as he sank into her was like nothing he'd ever heard - not from her, not anywhere. Agonized, ecstatic. He found himself biting his lip and counting breaths to keep from coming right there and then, but once he had his control back, he intended it to last.

He could see the ropes pressing into her skin; fucking her from behind gave him the ideal vantage point for it. The longer he kept her restrained, the better the marks. The best way to keep her restrained was to keep her very busy. And the best way to do that was to not let her come.

For fifteen minutes he played, teased, pushed her to the edge and then pulled her back. She'd gone well beyond pleading, somewhere beyond using words at all, when he decided the way to let her off the hook was to make the ropes the vehicle of it. One last thrust - deep, grinding himself in - and he raised one hand and ran it down the knotwork, shoulders to wrists. He made it to her elbows before she came the first time. He grabbed her wrists and used them to pull her back yet a bit more onto him to force the second. After that, there was no forcing, no controlling it; she couldn't have stopped even if he'd ordered her, and he was enjoying the sensations of it too much himself to do that.

The problem after was clear enough; she was exhausted, unable to move even when ordered to. She did try, but without being able to use her arms, she couldn't raise herself more than half an inch from the pillows before she fell back. He couldn't carry her as he normally would, either; it was likely to end in two dislocated shoulders for her if he did. He finally decided on the caveman approach and put her over his shoulder to carry her to bed. Carefully put on her side, she could stay restrained a bit longer.

In another half hour, he could see she was beginning to hurt; her shoulders and arms would be stiffening up now, and the ropes becoming decidedly uncomfortable. She bore it silently, even defiantly when he asked if she was in pain. Sexy as hell, that, even in his very sated state, but also not acceptable.

He turned her onto her stomach and started undoing the knots. "You mustn't ever lie about being in pain, pet. It doesn't mean I'll stop on the spot, not if you can take more. But you have to tell truth. You understand?"

"Yes, sir. I'm sorry."

"Just remember." She was going to be tested on it very shortly, in fact, though she seemed unaware of it.

The ropes came off more quickly than they'd gone on. He had time to help her turn onto her back so she could see the marks. And then the circulation started coming back to the skin. He watched tears spring to her eyes, but she made no sound, no complaint.

"It hurts?"

He could see her considering another lie, but finally she nodded.

"Good girl. It'll stop soon. Body chemistry is a lovely thing."

He could see exactly when the endorphins started to flow as the distressed look in her eyes turned into a decidedly stoned glassy pleasure.

"Mmm, aye, that's it, flower. Your reward. You see what being a good girl gets you? The marks, and the pleasure of them."

He had the pleasure of them, too, as he watched her fall asleep. He went under himself with ideas and images swirling in his mind - taking her somewhere, an elegant restaurant, with her in a sleeveless dress and freshly marked so they would all see all the signs of his ownership, rope marks, collar, her public obedience. It would be an interesting exercise before taking her among people in the life, and a preliminary no doubt to a night of very good sex. A win all the way around.


	6. Chapter 6

Jack didn't ask her _that_ question, not again, not so soon. But he indulged himself freely in asking her anything else that came to his mind. And there was something specific he'd been thinking of. "Have you ever told Drew about going to see me after he tried to break me in half?"

She looked up at him, surprised. "No. Didn't you?"

"I'd not have without you knowing, flower. You meant well even if I couldn't listen well right then."

He could guess now how frightened and confused she must have been. Her protector suddenly unemployed and adrift, then deciding to return home in absolute secrecy and with her in tow. A strange country, eight million people of whom she knew precisely one and likely understood him no more than 2/3 of the time. But still home to him, a safe and known place that she could trust because he could. Family. Friends.

And 24 hours later, he'd hospitalized his best friend from childhood. Jack had watched the video after, a hundred times or more, trying to understand. The one thing he did understand when he was through was that the wee quiet girl at ringside was as shocked as anyone else there. She'd not known what was going to happen, and she'd been unhappy about it.

If he hadn't known that from the video, he'd have known when she turned up at his door a week after, clearly petrified and thinking second thoughts, but standing there firm.

"If Drew sent you, tell him he can - "

"He didn't."

"How in hell did you find me, then?"

"I asked his dad. He's pretty unhappy about this."

"And he thought it was a lovely idea for you to come here alone?"

"He said you wouldn't hurt me, not if he's ever known you at all. And he does know where I am, so chopping me up and burying me under the porch wouldn't be a good idea, would it?"

"I've not got a porch regardless. Come in then. I'm still happiest not on my feet."

She followed him in and sat down - tentatively and on the edge of the chair, but sat. "How bad is it?"

She must have seen and read his expression. "Never mind. You don't have to answer that."

"I didn't intend to. If you'd like a drink, I'm afraid you'll have to get it yourself. I'm a bad host just now."

"Do you want something?"

"Aye. It's all in the kitchen. Straight, no ice."

Scotch apparently wasn't her drink. He heard rattling as she rummaged in the refrigerator and came up with a beer. "Not to be impolite, lass, but why _are_ you here?"

She handed him the drink and sat down again with her own. "I'm...still not sure. To try to understand, I guess. Drew's dad showed me pictures. Lots of them. I had no idea you've known each other that long. This isn't _like_ Drew."

"Not like the man you know, maybe. You've not seen that side of him. But it is there. Meaning to put his feet back under him in the strongest way possible. That means whoever has the title is the target, and he'd not expect me to take it as a personal thing."

"Do you?"

"Aye. But that's on me. I know him; he'll not stand second where he can stand first. But he knows the same is true of me, as well."

"So you wouldn't consider...well, forgiving him?"

"Oh aye, eventually. But we'll both bleed first, lass, don't doubt it. If that's what you came here to stop, you ought to have saved the trip."

"I know." She put the beer down half finished. "I should go. It takes me forever to get anywhere here. Only person to ever need mountain rescue in the middle of Glasgow."

"Stay a bit. You've had your curiosity satisfied. Satisfy mine. I don't even know what to call you."

She settled back into the chair. "I keep forgetting people stare at me here because they _don't_ know all of my business for a change. I'm Chandra."

Which meant she had to be the one Drew had told him about; he couldn't imagine two with that name. What he'd said certainly all seemed to be in place - wee, cute, quiet, a bit more steel in her spine than it might first seem.

It took about ten minutes of rather awkward drawing her out for him to decide something else: He was jealous as fuck.

_And Drew would know it. He knows your taste. And you've only her word that he didn't send her here. Don't be an idiot._

It didn't matter. He wanted her, and the only thing stopping him from doing something about it was his back. His trip through the table courtesy of Drew meant he could barely manage to stand upright for longer than five minutes, let alone do anything more strenuous.

Eventually she insisted she had to go; she'd at least stayed long enough to finish her beer, but she was having no arguments.

"Don't want him to come back to find you gone?"

"I'd rather not have to explain it to him. I don't really have an explanation."

"You could come back another time." _When I'm healed enough to have your kit off and you under me, say._

"You can't possibly think that's a good idea. I tried. That's all I can do. I'm sorry for all this, if that matters."

And then she was gone, and he got no closer to her than ten feet or so until he and Drew had each other's blood on their hands and could get on with patching the thing up. Even after, she'd gotten more shy of him rather than less, right up until all the grief over her immigration status had left her here with him alone. A long wait, but well worth it. It had gotten them here.

"I told him, so you know."

He felt her tense for a moment, then settle back against him. "I thought you probably would."

"It troubles you?"

"His heart didn't exactly break, did it? What's to be troubled about?"

It was the weird tone - _We're not talking about me. I do not know these people you speak of._ - that told him he was being thoroughly lied to. How many times had she simply detached from something when it hurt her too much, physically or otherwise?

But not now. Not this. He pulled back and slapped her across the face. He knew well enough how to do it so it stung like a mad bastard but did no real harm. "I told you I prefer reward to punishment. It's so. But you mustn't ever lie to me. Not ever."

For a few seconds, she stared at him, eyes enormous, breath racing. Either she'd break and lash out at him, or she'd bend in his hands into a new shape. All he could do was wait to see which it would be.

Finally, she looked away. "I'm sorry, sir. It won't happen again."

He turned her face back up to his, and she immediately closed her eyes. He could see tears along the edges of the lids; he didn't think it was from the slap. He'd not hit her as hard as that.

"No. Look at me."

She did, but he could see how desperately she wanted to look away.

"Why do you not see you're the one holding the end of the bloody noose that's throttling you? Let it go."

At first he thought the blankness in her eyes was from not understanding; they still had those moments, and there was nothing for them but to repeat himself. Then he really saw: It wasn't lack of comprehension. It was blind panic.

"Tell me what you need, flower. Tell me what you need to help you let it go."

"I don't know, I don't. Please stop, I don't _know_."

"Wheesht. You do know. And you knew to come to me for help right from the start, aye? Why did you really come to me that day, pet? Not to stop a fight you knew would happen. What did you want?"

"I told you, I don't know." She was struggling against him physically now, hard. It didn't take him any great effort for him to hold her down in spite of the fight she put up.

"You know, and you're going to say. Tell me why you came to me."

It was a negation; he could hear it in the tone. But she was beyond words now, panicked and furious, reduced to a single, drawn-out sound as if she couldn't open her mouth to get the rest of _no_ out.

"KEEP STILL!"

She froze. For ten seconds, he thought he was going to have to tell her to breathe again. Then she went limp; she was shutting down again.

"_No_. Answer me. He told you what I do."

"Y-yes."

"And you wanted it. Enough to come to a stranger. An enemy. His enemy. He told you about her, too, didn't he? That he was in love with her."

"Yes."

"Revenge. That's what it was, aye? The only kind you could have. He'd not have been hurt if you'd gone to a stranger. But to me...Is it still what you want? Is it why you're here now?"

"No. _No_. How could it be revenge now, anyway? You're not enemies any more. If you ever really were at all. And it's not revenge if he doesn't care."

"But you still want it. You still came to me. To drive the pain out. I can do it, pet. You know I can. But there's a price."

"There always is."

The hurt in her voice made him angry, but he couldn't figure out at what. Everything, maybe, everything that put it there. "You'll have to live up to that collar. There's nothing left to hide behind if I take that hurt from you, is there? You'll be mine entirely."

"That's a price?"

"I think for you it is. It means trusting me with everything. All you are. Nothing locked away, nothing held aside. My toy, my pet. My rope model. My woman."

"You want that?"

"Oh, aye. But with Drew not in the middle of it all the bloody time. I'd rather not see his face when it's yours I'm looking for. Especially in the midst."

"Do it then. Drive it out. Please." She was on her knees, eyes down, before he was fully aware she was moving. "Please, sir."

He reached out and tilted her chin up. "Good girl. Now ask me."

A deer in headlamps came to mind. It was more fetching than she'd probably appreciate knowing. "Please, Jack. Make it stop hurting so damn much. Get me right."

"Aye. Soon, flower."


	7. Chapter 7

Jack would have taken care of Chandra right at that moment, but there were arrangements to be made.

He needed time first of all, at least an uninterrupted week, and assured privacy. It meant canceling an appearance, something he never did, but that also meant "personal reasons" was enough. It further meant phoning someone he knew with a holiday cottage he could borrow. Off-season as it was, they'd be guaranteed privacy no matter how loud things got. And the area it was in was lovely, which could only help Chandra get herself back into the world when the work was done. If it went as he was planning, she'd need that help. He was going to take her deep, down below where the scars were, to where the hurt they covered lived.

But first, the prosaic - warm clothing, two stacks of firewood, every pillow and blanket he owned, and two enormous cartons of food. He kept to easy and quick things to prepare; he expected to be doing all the cooking, or nearly all, and it wasn't his strong suit. And of course, the two other bags he refused to allow her to look in. There was barely room for them in the car once it was all in there.

Chandra was nervous when he said they were going north for the week, but the further they drove, the more excitement overran nervousness. He'd thought it might; they were headed to one of the most beautiful places he knew. By the time they arrived, she was nearly standing up in the car, trying to see everything at once. If the week accomplished nothing else, there was that. It was a lovely sight.

He kept the rest of the first day and night after their arrival low-key and easy - unpacking, a simple meal, a long ramble around the area (which also gave him the chance to double-check that they were alone here), listening with great amusement to her trying to pronounce the name of the nearest village, an early evening's turning in. Sex he kept low-key and easy, as well - slow, languid, without any restraints or any but the most gentle of orders. Damn near vanilla, if not for the collar and the current of awareness it kept always flowing between them. She seemed more shocked by it than anything at first, but she warmed to it quickly, answered with a playfulness he hadn't seen before and liked very much. He enjoyed it while it was there; he thought he'd not be seeing it for a while again.

He lingered over lying there with her asleep and draped over him, as well, enjoying the delicate touch of her breath on his skin. But it was time to get to work.

With enough good sex, she slept like a dead thing. She barely stirred at all as he tied her down, checked and double-checked that the restraints were strong but wouldn't in themselves injure her. She was going to be in them for a considerable part of the next seven days. He made himself a drink and settled back in the chair across the room to wait.

She woke for the reason he was expecting: She tried to turn over and couldn't. She came up fighting, which he also expected. He let her work it out for herself. Eventually she did, and settled down to more carefully testing the limits of the restraints. He let her do that until she'd had her fill, as well.

"Satisfied you'll not be going anywhere?"

"Yes. Why di-"

"Yes, _what_?"

"Yes, sir."

He brought drink and chair over and settled in next to the bed. He said nothing, did nothing, just sat sipping his drink and enjoying the sight of her spread and bound before him.

"Did I do something wrong, sir?"

"You'll speak when you're told from here. But no, you've done nothing wrong. This isn't punishment. And so you don't have to speak out of turn again to ask, I'll tell you the rules now. You see how fair I am to you?"

"Yes, sir."

She wasn't doing a great job of hiding the real answer in her tone, but he let that go for now. "Right then. We've covered speaking out of turn. The only exceptions are if you need to be let up to tend to personal needs or if you need to safeword; otherwise, you speak only when spoken to. Understood?"

"Yes, sir."

"Beyond that you'll be let up one hour of each day to have a shower and have a meal with me. All the other rules still apply when you're up. The rest of the time, you'll be right here as you are now. I'll do as I please to you, when I please, however it pleases me best to do. I'm going to teach you, flower."

He could see in her eyes she wanted desperately to ask what he intended to teach her, but she held her tongue.

He went back to his drink and considered how to begin. She watched him, silent, breath quickening.

He was going to have to ease her into this. If her only experience with painwork truly was abusive, starting with pleasure was the way to go. Pleasure becomes pain, then becomes pleasure again. Pain becomes a test of will and endurance, then becomes pleasure. That was the road to lead her along.

Being looked at this way was exciting her; he could see that easily enough. And he could encourage it.

"You wonder what it pleases me to do, aye? That's in your eyes. Especially now, so soon after you've just pleased me. What could I want?"

He tipped his drink over her, spilling a line of Scotch between her breasts that trailed down to pool in her navel. "You'll be the cup I drink from if that's what pleases me, pet." He followed the glistening line down with his tongue, sucked in what had puddled. She moaned, the muscles in her belly rippling, but she spoke no words.

"You'll be my own wee sex show if that's what pleases me." He bent and took first one nipple, then the other, between his lips, teased with his tongue, then pulled them between his teeth - gently for now, so very gently. She was fighting the restraints now, trying to arch up to his mouth. But still no words, only soft, mewing cries of pleasure. They'd be louder before he was through with her; he'd make certain of that.

"You'll come as many times as it pleases me to see." He ran his fingertip from her navel down between her thighs. She tried to twist away, to close her legs, but the ropes made neither possible. He let his index finger slip into her and across her clit. One tiny shriek, the muscles in her thighs jumping madly, and she gave in. Submitted.

"Ah, my good girl." Her clit was hard, smooth, and wet as a beach pebble, trembling under his finger. It didn't take long to pull the first orgasm from her. Or the second. There was just enough play in the ropes for her feet to drum on the mattress. He was enjoying that.

He could see the intensity amping down after the fourth. She was getting tired, and losing sensitivity. But he knew what to do about that.

He thought she looked a little relieved when he took his hand away. _Poor tired thing. And you think you're done._ He reached under the bed for the bag he'd stashed there, rooted through it, pulled out what he wanted. _Right tool for the right job._

The relieved look vanished when he plugged it in and held it up. He was starting to believe every woman alive knew this thing on sight. "I think at least five more. Or ten. You do know you'll go on as long as I say with this, aye?" He turned it on low. To start with.

Another four orgasms, and she was only partly conscious, eyes glassy. She responded to his orders to pay attention to him, but slowly, as if she had to concentrate very hard on what the words meant.

Which meant it was time to switch the wand to high.

He decided it was enough when she stopped making any sounds at all, just lay twitching under the vibrations. He sat waiting, finishing his drink, until she opened her eyes. She sought him out immediately, and he stifled a smile. Just the response he was hoping to get. Time for one last surprise.

He'd kissed her only once, and that was in front of the crowd in Inverness. This time was for them, only for them. Slow, to give her nerves time to react, her mind time to catch up, her body to respond.

"Such a good girl. Go to sleep now."

He couldn't share a bed with her, not bound as she was. He'd chosen the room with two beds in it for that reason; he could still be close if there was a problem.

He woke well before her, and just stretched out and waited and watched. She looked perfect to him, beautiful, vulnerable, trusting, utterly exposed.

He got up when she started to stir, moved over to stand next to her. The look he got when she opened her eyes and things began to fall into place was the most erotic thing he could imagine. "Good morning, pet. You _do_ remember about mornings, don't you?"

She did. She couldn't move her head enough to make her usual enthusiastic effort, but he sucked hungrily enough at him as he fucked her mouth to more than make up for it. The gaze she turned up to him all the while was of absolute devotion and obedience. She drank greedily as he came.

"I'm going to untie you now. Move slowly or you'll cramp. You've an hour once you're standing to have a shower and come have breakfast with me. You've a full day's training ahead."

She nodded and went out into the hall in search of the shower.

He was no chef, but even he could handle eggs, bacon, and toast. She ate eagerly, and drank even more so. He was going to have to make sure she had water during the day.

"Are you well, pet? No pain, not hurt anywhere?"

"I'm fine, sir."

"Good, then." He was tempted to quiz her more closely about that, but she'd been punished for lying and had promised to stop. Part of that bargain was his believing her.

The morning he spent as he had the night before, driving her to exhaustion and overstimulation. He enjoyed the new addition of her knowing it was going to happen, and the combination of alarm and desire it brought out of her. She was unnerved and uncertain about her ability to take what he would give her, but take it she would, because he wanted it that way. She took even more this time, for longer, and he was starting to see in her eyes the thing he craved: Pride in taking it, in how much she could take, and how much more still. That would make her push her own limits more than any order ever would.

He let her rest after; she was so worn out that she wouldn't have responded to much at all. He wanted her fully aware and alert, wondering what was next for her.

For tonight, though, he had nothing unusual in mind. He left her in the room alone most of the time, making sure he stayed within earshot. He went in to her twice, fucked her with no attention at all to what if anything she was having from it - a further reminder of whose property she was, what she was for, that this wasn't going to all be about making her come. She did the second time anyway. It wasn't just mental pleasure for her now in pleasing him; it was physical, too.

_You're close, so close to where you have to be for what's to come._ He thought he could get her the rest of the way there with talk. He made a drink and sat in the chair by the bed again.

"You've never asked me to use anything, not even the first time. Why is that?"

He could see it took her a few seconds to process that, and he was getting ready to be a bit more specific when color rose to her cheeks.

"I...wanted to feel you. You, not anything else."

"Still, thinking as you did?" They'd cleared that up over the past several days, but she'd been in this thinking he was doing all that he did with her, with clients as well. When he'd gotten that straight with her, he'd seen the difference immediately in her; she'd relaxed into things, accepted what she wanted to be for him.

"You wanted it. I wanted to please you."

"Even at risk?"

"Yes, sir. I knew you wouldn't do anything to...damage me."

_There. She hesitated over it, but that's it. To damage her. Not to hurt her. _ "Do you need up before you sleep?"

He saw the look of surprise on her face. "You'll want the rest, pet. Tomorrow starts what I brought you here for."

"Why _did_ you bring me so far out here, sir?"

"Because you can scream as loudly as you need. No one will hear. I'm going to teach you something you don't know about pain: Given in the right ways, it can't be told from pleasure."


	8. Chapter 8

_And he was just like a great dark wing_  
><em>Within the wings of a storm<em>  
><em>I think I had met my match - he was singing<em>  
><em>And undoing, and undoing the laces<em>  
><em>Undoing the laces<em>

* * *

><p>Chandra looked like she hadn't slept well at all. Jack had rather expected that, had set her up for it, actually. It would cloud her judgement further, soften her will.<p>

He didn't have to remind her how to begin the morning. She worked on him eagerly, maybe a little desperately, from the moment he was in her mouth. He smiled as he came, knowing what she was up to.

"You did that very well, pet. And I'm still going to hurt you."

She closed her eyes, everything in the way she held herself speaking of resignation.

"Do you remember your wee journey into the joys of body chemistry, flower?"

"Yes, sir."

"There's so much more. Open your eyes." He waited until she was looking at him. "Do you want me to show you?"

She was thinking about it. He was glad for it. An automatic answer was not what he wanted now. "Yes, sir."

"Good girl." He sat beside her and kissed her again. She responded eagerly. When her lips parted, he caught the lower one between his teeth and bit down. Hard.

She struggled for a moment; it took no more than that for her to figure out that it hurt more when she fought. She made a hurt, protesting sound, but didn't try to speak. He held on, not backing off a bit, until he felt her relax and give in to the pain. He felt as much as heard her gasp as her body finally came to her defense, flooded her with its soothing chemicals. Only then did he let go.

He immediately brought his hands up, ran them over her belly and up to her breasts. He had to keep her here, focused, body-aware. Gentle, pleasurable touch was the way to do it until her little supply of natural happy-drugs reset itself. Ten minutes would do.

She was starting to move under his hands, rolling like waves. It was time. He slid his hands over her breasts again, then stopped and pinched her right nipple, digging his nails in. She wailed, but didn't even start struggling this time; that must have cost her a great deal in self-control, because all she could possibly have wanted now was to get away. The calming took longer, and so did the endorphin-dump, but it was a lot more this time; he could see that in her face. He let go, then bent to lick the nipple he'd just abused, soothing it with his tongue, keeping her in the here and now.

When she was ready, he bit down. She rewarded him with a shriek this time, but no words, not even an attempt at them. He was proud of her, and achingly turned on. But that had to wait a bit longer. When her body had rewarded her for being brave, he went back to licking. It took more time now for her to relax under his attentions; she was waiting for the next attack, even as the chemicals blasting through her were getting her fairly stoned. The combination of wariness and glassy eyes was making him ache to fuck her out of her skin.

She was ready, sooner than he'd expected. He reached into the bag under the bed and found another bit of his toolkit. It looked enough like the one that she was used to that she didn't react. But it wasn't the same at all. She was about to find out.

She did start looking a bit wary when he chose a rather viciously hook-shaped probe and attached it to the machine. She looked utterly confused when he closed his hand around the business end.

She wailed when he pointed the finger of his free hand at the nipple he hadn't been worrying at, and about an inch away, a purple spark jumped from his fingertip to her nipple with a sharp crackling sound. He turned the power all the way up and did it again and she jerked at her bonds hard enough to make the bedframe creak. He held his finger over her, keeping the connection going, until she went limp again. She was completely glassy-eyed now, approaching the point of not knowing what was happening to her any longer. It would take more work to bring her back to a place where she'd feel the next step.

He put the machine aside and bent over her. She hadn't seen him put it down, and she thrashed briefly when he reached for her, parted the outer lips of her pussy, and started licking. It took a while before she began responding; the endorphins were dulling the pain sensations, but they weren't selective. She wasn't feeling anything as much. But she would; she was getting wetter, starting to move under him again.

He waited until he knew she was feeling things again as much as she could in this state, then reached over and grabbed the attachment of the machine, which he'd left on. She couldn't manage more than a tortured moan, but it was enough to tell him that what he wanted was happening - her body was in a hopeless state of confusion, pain from the repeated shocks when his tongue broke contact with her clit, pleasure from the licking. The pain was keeping her from coming, which he didn't want her to do yet, but it wouldn't for much longer; she was very close to being unable to tell the difference now. She went limp under him when he stopped, and another chem-bomb detonated in her.

She was conscious now only in the sense that her eyes were open; what she was more than anything was high as a kite, and in a place where he could do anything to her, anything at all, and she would neither protest nor feel pain, no matter how intense. If she even could safeword, which was doubtful, she wouldn't, no matter what.

He pushed two pillows under her. There was one thing that he'd not done to her yet; the few times he'd tried, she'd shied away. She'd not safeworded even then, but he could sense she was close, and near panic, so he'd backed off. Now he'd push those limits, have what she hadn't wanted to give...but never enough to put the absolute stop to it.

She shuddered top to toe when he pushed the head of his cock against her ass, but there was no protest left in her. This was a risk, yes, but if he was as right as he was certain he was, there were rewards on the way, and not only the relief he was about to finally have.

"Master..."

He'd have punished her for speaking without permission, but not now, not for that word, the one she'd never been willing to use. He'd done it, broken her will down entirely. Now it was time to start rebuilding it in a shape that would please him and heal her.

One tiny sound, a moment's tensing, and that was all as he pushed into her, sheathed himself entirely. He took her as gently as he could bear to in his own state; she wouldn't feel it now if he brutalized her, but that didn't mean she couldn't be injured. The contrary, in fact - she wouldn't know if she was being hurt. There was very nearly nothing home in her eyes now, and she'd be this way for the next hour or so. Past trip reports said that she was enjoying her condition very much, no matter that her nervous system had mostly left the building. He could just fuck her and enjoy the tightness, the complete submission.

His nervous system was all in place and functioning well, thanks, and he didn't have to pay attention to satisfying her, so it was over quickly. That gave him time to take care of what needed doing before she came back to herself - untying her, wrapping her tightly in a blanket, and lying down with her so she'd be aware of him and feel his warmth, first thing. Along with the endorphins, he'd forced an enormous dump of adrenalin into her system; the feel-good stuff had overwhelmed it before it could do much, but it was still in there, and as the high wore off, she was going to have a reaction. How much of one remained to be seen, and depended at least in part on him.

She'd been aware of how he'd got off, and when she swam back to full awareness, she came up thrashing and snarling like a wildcat. She couldn't do much encased in the blanket, though, and he was more than strong enough to hold her down until the frenzy passed and he could let go a bit and loosen the blanket enough for her to take a deep breath.

"It didn't hurt, aye? And it won't when I do it again. I _will_ do it again, pet. And you want me to."

"No."

"Liar. You want to please me, and if it pleases me to tie you down and fuck that lovely arse, that's what will happen."

"_No_."

"I want it now. Turn over."

For a moment, he thought they were going to crash into a new limit. Then she turned, trembling all over, and raised herself into position for it.

_Someone used this to treat you very badly. We're going to have it as a reward, you and I. Until you'll do things just to earn it._ "Good girl. Lie down now. Sleep. I'll have it in the morning."


	9. Chapter 9

He'd noticed, registered it, but had been too busy to do anything at the time. Now, though...

Jack slid his hand between them, fingers probing gently just barely inside Chandra, tracing the mark he'd seen. It was clearly from a bite; someone hadn't just bitten the outer lip, but had torn at it enough to scar permanently. He traced the shape, inside and out, with a fingertip. She cringed and looked away.

"Tell me who did this to you."

"I can't."

"You won't, you mean."

"I swear, I mean I _can't_. I don't know how to explain."

And just that easily, he knew. He was certain of it. But he wouldn't push any further, not yet. "You think about how, then, pet. For now, it's time for breakfast, aye?"

She'd been doing this from on her knees all along, and she started toward the floor instantly. He caught her arm. "I'm too much the lazy bastard to sit up, pet. Just like this."

Just like this turned out to be very nice - the press of her breasts against his thighs as she moved to take him into her mouth was an added pleasure, and her hands were free to roam over him. And he did like how she touched him.

He was more than happy to let her linger over it, but once it was done, it was all he could do to wait until she was in the shower to pick up his phone.

_How long was it after you pulled Chandra out of there that Harris went mental?_

_Ah, fuck me. A few months. _

_That's when everyone noticed. Could it have been already happening?_

_Who knows how long before then? I'm going to phone Heath._

It was a long few minutes until Drew texted him again. _She didn't know how to say, neither did Heath. They both thought everyone would think they were the ones not right._

_And when everyone would have believed, what good would it have done? She was well safe by then._

_How did you get her to tell you?_

_Are you certain you want to know?_

It took nearly a minute for him to respond. _No._

He had her move their things to the master bedroom before breakfast. No need any longer for her to be restrained all day, so they could share a bed properly again. They'd explore her new limits in other ways, and she needed to bring these new things back into the world where she wasn't in safe isolation. They had time here to do that gradually.

He hadn't given her permission to dress yet, and she came out for breakfast in a towel. He let that stay. For the moment. She was ravenous again; he wasn't surprised. For all that she'd been almost entirely unable to move, she'd burned her share of calories.

He cornered her in the sitting room after, pushed her up against the wall and kissed her roughly, knowing her lip, which was still a bit swollen, would sting from it. "You were very, very good last night, pet. You've earned a reward." He spun her around and pushed her against the wall again, facing it this time. "Did you think I'd forgotten?"

"No, sir. But...so soon?"

He laughed softly. "You see what you do to me?" He pulled back on her hips, positioning her to make it as easy as possible to sink himself in her from this angle. "Don't move, not a muscle."

She didn't even turn to look back, just waited silently for him. He didn't take long, but there were things that needed doing. A lubricated condom had been enough last night; she'd been wet enough when he'd taken her that all he'd needed to do was borrow some of it. That wasn't the case now. Making her take pain was one thing; explaining an injury at the A&E he could do without. Lube required.

She was stressed when he got back, to put it mildly. Jack ran his hand down her spine, trying to soothe some of it away. "It didn't hurt last night, aye?"

"You could have lit me on fire and I don't think I'd have noticed."

True enough, but not the point. "It will hurt a bit this time, pet, but you like that, don't you?"

She hesitated, but not for long. "Yes, sir."

Her moan as he pushed his cock into her ass was a pain-and-fear sound. He meant the second sound she made to be a much happier one. Buried completely in her, he paused, waited for her body to deal with the invasion. She was twitching like her body was howling at her to get away, to run, but she stayed where she was, and the panicked sounds tapered off and finally stopped.

Her whole body was humming like a wire as he slipped his fingers between her legs. She was wet. Her body liked it, pain and all; the problem was in her mind. He knew just how to put that right. He found her clit, started teasing and stroking it, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger, still not thrusting, as badly as he was wanting to.

She was tightening around his cock in spasms, moments from coming, when he stopped and took hold of her hips with both hands again. Half a dozen thrusts, each more aggressive than the last, and he was pulling out to the head and sinking to the root with each one. He sank himself into her completely and stayed that way, his fingers seeking her out again.

She was pleading to be allowed to come - and calling him Master again, surely it wasn't a coincidence - when he stopped and went back to fucking her. Her wail of protest wasn't a cry of pain this time; it was pure, sweet frustration.

"You want something, pet?"

"Please...oh god, _please_."

"Say it. Tell me just what you want."

She fought that, too, but she couldn't for long. "I want to come with Master's cock up my ass. Please let me, please, please..."

"Hold yourself steady, pet, and you can have it."

She braced herself against the wall; he could see the muscles in her arms tense and lock, feel the ones in her legs doing the same. He moved his hand back between her thighs, pinching and flicking her clit faster and faster in time with his thrusts.

"What's this body for, pet?"

"To...to service Master's cock."

"Aye. Master uses whatever hole he likes in his wee fucktoy."

She came, hard enough to cause him some pain. He couldn't deny liking his own dose of that. He slammed into her a last time, hard enough to buckle her arms and crush her flat against the wall, and came. There was a moment of regret that he wasn't coming in her, making her take it inside her, but mostly it was total red-line, mind-silencing release.

He could tell by the way she shifted against him that he was holding her up entirely now. He scooped her up, put her on the bed, and went to tend to himself before he dropped down beside her, pulled her back against him. She wiggled against him, settled in as tight as she could get.

"Did he make you call him that while he hurt you, pet?"

She nodded; her head tucked under his chin, he felt it more than saw it.

He let his hands roam over her, soothing. "But you want to call me that?"

Another nod, more urgent this time.

"You may. So long as you don't get what he did confused with what I do. Only one of us is hopelessly fucking mental."

"So, what was _his_ problem, then?"

He was shocked enough by it to burst into laughter. She never talked back, and rarely teased. Not even before had she done much of it, not with him. Drew got her saucy side six ways to Sunday, but he didn't, and now that he thought about it, neither did anyone else.

_She trusts him to not beat her senseless for it. And now maybe me, as well._

"So you know."

"Aye. There may have been some you'd not want to name, or were afraid to. But only one you'd not know which name to call."

"Heath tried so hard to stop it. But he couldn't be there all the time."

"Why did you not just leave?"

"I didn't have anywhere to go. They were my family."

"But you left with Drew."

"Well, more or less. He picked me up, carried me out of the building, and threw me in his car. I think he apologized 47 times while he was doing it."

That was Drew, all right. "You stayed."

"You noticed he's enormous, right? And in a bad temper, he _is_ pretty scary. By the time I figured out he wasn't going to make me stay if I truly didn't want to, I wanted to."

He thought Drew's side of this might be fairly interesting. He reached and curled his fingers along her jawline, turning her face toward him as much as he could without doing damage. "And you want to stay with me now?"

"Oh my god, yes."

She was nearly ready for what came next, but it had to happen away from here. And first, she would need easing back into the world, or she'd overload. Here was absolute safety, being utterly and even helplessly under his protection. The rest of the world would be the real test of whether she'd let go and fall.
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Jack let the rest of that day and the next unfold as they would. They walked a lot, roaming through the enormity of the landscape. They saw no one even on their longest walks, which suited him fine. He could concentrate on how she responded to the world at his side now, with things changed as they were.

He still didn't believe he had a lifestyle sub on his hands, but she did defer to him as if it wasn't a thing she even had to think about. He made decisions and she followed them. That included an invigorating amount of outdoor sex. Engulfed in the coconut scent of crushed gorse flowers stuck to their skin and hopelessly tangled in both their hair, he regretted their break coming to an end as soon as it was. It surprised him. No matter the circumstances, he was a city boy from go; the wilds had never held all that much interest for him. But the way she was here would change when they were back among people. It had to.

He was surprised by how much it nagged at him all that time, until he finally gave in while Chandra was clucking over the prepackaged things he'd bought and trying to put together a dinner from it, and fired off a text to Drew. _Have you sorted out what you can do about this?_

_Aye, fucking nothing. Not even deliver the arse-kicking the bastard deserves. He's out hurt. I've not the first idea where to find him._

_Much as I hate to say it, let it go. Chandra won't feel better for it, and worse if you land in jail for assault._

_One day. I promise that._

_Not unless I'm there, you'll not._

With two days left, he felt an urge to try something else. He didn't believe it would push her limits at all; if anything, she'd enjoy it all the way through. But she was his now, fully, and he wanted to decorate her as befitted that. He got the second bag he'd brought along and put it next to him on the sofa.

"Come here, pet. Kit off. Let me see my property."

She'd been shy about this at first, but no more. She stood in front of him, head high, a tilt to her hips that said she was showing herself, displaying herself to him. Perfect. Just the attitude he wanted from his model.

He dug through the bag and pulled out a bundle of linen rope lengths. It was softer and thicker than normal bondage rope, with more stretch and give. It had a special purpose.

"Stay perfectly still until I say otherwise, pet."

It took him 45 minutes; he'd had to ask her to raise her arms twice. When he was done, she was sheathed in a dress made entirely of wrapped, braided, and knotted rope - knee-length, form-hugging skirt, halter bodice. He thought it was some of his best work. "All right, go have a look."

Her legs were a bit restricted, but no more than they would have been by a tight slim skirt. She went to the full-length mirror in the bedroom and stood turning and twisting in front of it. He watched with pleasure.

"It's beautiful."

"There are places I'll take you where it's your only duty to be the frame for my work. Would you like that, pet, to be my model, for them to know you're so much mine as that? To have the responsibility of making my work look its best?"

"Yes, sir. Very much. When may I?"

"Soon, pet. Very soon after we get back."

He watched her carefully in the first days after they got back to Glasgow; she seemed entirely fine, and was just as lovely and obedient as she'd been in isolation. But there was more than passively obeying him when he ordered her to please him. There was eagerness. She'd not just submitted to him while bound to that bed; she'd submitted to her own need, embraced it.

She wasn't passive in any way, really; he was seeing that more and more all the time, and enjoying it. Dominating a doormat was boring. It was so much more pleasant to bend a will that didn't easily break.

He had a good look at that will in action at the next card. He was defending against Lionheart, and he thought it was time for her to have a hand in it; his opponent wouldn't be expecting that, quiet as she'd always been at ringside. Her history with Nexus said she was perfectly capable of tripping a man up, or braining him from behind with a spanner, and that she was quick and creative enough to choose her own moment. That was what he told her to do: Pick her time whenever she thought she was needed.

The night of the card, she assured him she was ready. And she was, indeed. He'd held his own most of the way through the match, but he'd gotten caught out on a risky move. He knew when she'd jumped up on the ring apron by the surge in the crowd's sound. He looked up just in time to see what she did.

She was certainly distracting; she'd brought the skirt and bustier back for an encore, and they made an eyeful of her. Even Jack caught his breath when she slipped two fingers into the upwelling of her cleavage; Lionheart was frozen in place. It only served to make him a more helpless target for the fireball she threw. It was a dead-center hit. Lionheart went down like a man shot, and the pin was academic.

It was all Jack could do to not double over laughing right there mid-ring. The kiss he gave her got some roars and howls, especially when he planted a foot on the chest of his fallen opponent, giving Chandra his leg at a perfect angle to grind against. She didn't waste the opportunity. Oh, he was looking forward to getting her back to the hotel.

But first, he got her back to the locker room. "And just where did you find _that_ wee toy?"

"If I didn't learn anything at all hanging around Wade Barrett for two years, it's entirely my fault."

"Oh, so you've more tricks waiting?"

"Mmm, I might have a couple more, yeah."

It seemed like a dangerous thing to look forward to, but he still was in spite of that. He was rather fond of dangerous things, and if she turned out to be one, she'd only be that much more enjoyable to tame.

Jack was starting to assume at any text he got was going to be from Drew. It stopped him in his tracks when he got one that wasn't: _Will you be going to Marielle's party?_ His friend in Inverness. Good thing; he'd forgotten.

_I think we're ready. When and where?_

They had two days. _Good, then. Tell Marielle I'll be claiming my property._

_She'll be pleased._

He thought she would be; it always livened up a party when someone did that.

He expected Chandra to lose it at least a little at the prospect of a party, especially when he told her what kind. She only seemed disappointed that he wouldn't be decorating her for it.

"Not that kind of party, pet. Another time. And that's all you're fretting over?"

She smiled. It still had the power to surprise him. "I know you won't let anyone do anything to me."

"No, I'll not. I'm the only one who does things to you."

He did send her out for another outfit. She'd have a better selection in Glasgow, and he was interested in what she'd choose for herself now that she had the idea of the thing.

What she came back with was a tube of black cloth roughly the size of a sheet of printer paper, and thigh-high stockings with a froth of lace at the top. She shyly asked permission to wait until the night of the party to show him. It was only a day; he decided to let her have her surprise, curious though he was about the top.

His curiosity was thoroughly satisfied the next night. It wasn't a top. It was a dress. A decidedly stretchy, but still very short dress. There was a good two inches of bare skin between the tops of the stockings and the bottom of the dress; the urge to touch her there was close to unbearable. So was the urge to push her up against the wall and fuck her senseless. And to find something he could protect her from by killing it.

_You've got it bad, man._ He knew some of it was anticipation of what was going to happen tonight. And some of it was that the entirely black and unornamented outfit threw her collar into sharp relief; it was like a backdrop for the metal to shine against. She didn't know she'd chosen perfectly for tonight, but she had.

He reminded her of the rules on the way there: No one at this party would consider approaching or speaking to her without his permission; she wasn't to without permission, either. If someone made her uncomfortable in any way, she was to immediately step behind him and he would deal with it. If she was unsure what to do about something, she should look to him. He would tell her how to respond, or address it himself. Above all, she was to stay at his side the entire night unless he said otherwise.

She looked more relieved than anything by it all. He wasn't surprised; he already knew well that direct interaction with people wasn't her favorite thing.

He could feel how nervous she was when they got inside the space Marielle had leased for the party; her fingers were digging into his arm, and she looked completely unaware of it. He didn't push her to do anything; she didn't _have_ to do anything but stand there and be lovely on his arm. It took nearly 15 minutes, but he eventually felt her relax a bit against him. It was time.

"There are curious eyes all about the place. Come along then, and we'll settle their minds."

He started with people he knew wouldn't push her. She didn't speak, but she didn't try to escape to safety behind him, either. He was proud of her. For her, the electric wand was nothing compared to bearing this for him, and he knew it.

When they'd dealt with half a dozen or so, he decided it was time to push her harder. "Go get me a drink, pet."

For a few seconds, he was certain she'd balk, just be unable to do it. But she went. And as he'd expected, the people waiting to swoop down on him, swooped. It was the same conversation with tiny variations a dozen times or more:

"Well, then. She's lovely."

"Aye, I think so."

"You'll be claiming her?"

"Aye."

"Will you be loaning her out?"

"No. She's my property alone."

He did notice she waited until the horde dispersed to get the drink and bring it back. _Good girl._ He drank about half, and held it to her lips when he decided she should have some of it. Something to relax her a bit more wasn't a terrible idea. She was likely to need it shortly.

He gradually led her to the back of the space, which had been screened off and had all sorts of apparatus in it. She'd surely heard the sounds; now she was faced with a lot of public scenes going on at once. He let her take it all in for a while, until she turned that calm, deep-submission gaze up to him.

"You want to, pet?"

"Please..."

He chose what was more or less a pommel horse, modified a bit for restraints to work better. She bent over it at his command, and he shackled her to it, then leaned close to talk to her.

"They're going to watch, pet. They'll watch and know how hungry you are to have my cock in you. You're not to close your eyes. They're going to watch you take Master's cock, and you're going to watch them watching."

He went around behind her, noticing they were already attracting attention. A first public fucking could go so many ways, all of them interesting. And even the other woman he'd collared years ago, he'd not claimed in public.

He didn't have to push her dress up to have it out of the way; it was short enough that bending over exposed her. She had nothing on underneath. He felt hard enough to punch through concrete already, but that only amped it up further. _Christ, she came here ready for servicing me._ And she was definitely ready - very wet, jumping at every bit of contact.

There were maybe thirty or forty people watching when he slammed his cock into her the first time, to the hilt in one thrust. Chandra wailed, but she immediately rose up onto her toes to give him more access, a better angle. He used what she gave, without mercy, her cries at each thrust driving him to do it harder. He was hurting her, she couldn't hide it entirely, and she was getting wetter with every slam. They were gaining more of an audience, too.

"Tell them what's happening. Loudly enough to be heard."

"Master's cock is in me...oh god, fucking me, Master is fucking me so _hard_."

"Not _you_. Master is fucking his toy. Master's cock is in his property. Whose cunt is Master fucking?"

"Yours...yours. Master is fucking his toy's wet cunt." She moaned. "It hurts, it hurts..."

"It's mine to hurt."

"Master's...Master's holes to fuck, all of them, oh god, Master's to hurt, please..."

He put his hands down on the padding on either side of her. She felt it, and knew what was in store. He pounded her, driving moans of pain out of her with every slam. Once she started coming, she seemed helpless to stop.

He could see hunger in some of the eyes watching them. He knew how enticing she was to sadists in this moment, and how badly wrong that could go for her. One last correction, just so it was clear to them all. "Whose it is?"

"Yours. _Ow!_ Oh god, yours, yours to fuck, so good..."

"What is this wee, tight cunt for?"

"For Master's cock, to pleasure Master's cock..."

"Aye, and for what else?"

"To take Master's cum."

That was it. He was done. He pulled back, just the head in her, and launched into her hard enough to take him off balance. He fell on top of her, driving him somehow deeper still. She was still having orgasms, or maybe it was one long one now. For a while, he didn't think he was going to stop, either.

Someone put a blanket around them. He was fine with that; he couldn't move. It was a good five minutes before he felt able to. He sorted himself, then her, pulling her dress back into place and unshackling her.

"Do you want to go, pet?"

"Not yet, please."

This time he got the drinks, and brought her along. He wasn't entirely sure of the headspace she was in, but any submission she was needing to give, she'd be giving to him only.

"Very fetching."

He'd wondered when Marielle would come around to have her say. She was one of those with a tendency to try to dom all the other doms the in the room. It didn't work well with him, never had. She seemed to consider it a personal challenge. "Aye, I enjoy her."

"_Enjoy_, is it? You can hardly bear to not have your hands on her. She's dangerously close to being a need, Jack. You're not the one who should be feeling need."

Just what he was wanting, a lecture on dom philosophy. "She's what I order her to be."

"That's all? Loan her out to me, then. She could stand some discipline. I'll give it to her and you don't have to have another man's cock in her for her to get it."

What was on the tip of his tongue to say, he held back; it was her party, after all. "She's my property, not for anyone else to use. Do you think I did what I just did for the joy of exhibitionism?"

"Oh, certainly not." She smiled archly at Chandra. "Hello...hmm, what does he call you? His slut? You were certainly behaving as one."

Chandra glanced up at him, but made no move to step back.

"This is Marielle, the hostess of the party, pet. You may speak to her. She didn't ask permission as she ought to have, so you may do as you choose."

"Master refers to me as his fucktoy, or his property."

"And you will refer to me as Mistress."

Chandra faced her squarely for the first time. "You're not _my_ mistress. Only Master is worthy of the title from my lips."

Jack bit back what wanted to be a howl of laughter as Marielle muttered something about manners and stomped off.

"She didn't like me. I mean, before I even said a thing. What did I do?"

"Nothing, actually. She thinks you lack discipline. And manners. And she didn't like being caught out on her own lack of them."

"And I didn't do a whole lot to change her mind about me. I'm sorry. May I?"

"Aye, if you like." He was curious what she thought might do that.

She calmly went to her knees, unzipped him, pulled his cock out, and went to work sucking it. She certainly had his attention, and most of the room's again as well. He'd just finished with her, and damned if he wasn't getting hard again. Between how bloody good she was at this and why she was doing it...

He came harder than he ought to have been able to so soon. She drank it down, licked his cock clean of every bit that escaped her, and tucked him away again before looking up at him for permission to get to her feet.

"Would you like to stay there a while, pet? You've just earned your own choice in it."

"Yes, sir."

She stayed there, pressed warmly against his leg, until he decided it was time to go. She wasn't going to come down entirely from this until they were alone, but when she did, she was going to need some time.


	11. Chapter 11

Jack would never admit it to anyone, but this was his favorite part of the whole thing, the part that was no effort, all reward. He was perfectly capable of being a lazy bastard when the moment called for it, and sitting on the sofa with Chandra curled up beside him, head in his lap and quietly waiting to be told how to please him, called for it. She was pleasing him very much just this way; he thought he'd not admit that to anyone, either.

So something naturally had to disturb his happy thoughts, didn't it? Her phone rang, and he scooped it off the side table and handed it to her. She smiled up at him briefly, but when she looked at the screen, the smile faded in moments.

The conversation was brief and nearly one-sided. She said _yes_ a few times, and that was about all. Jack had an idea what it must be.

"Home Office?"

She nodded tightly. "I have an appointment Monday."

"No hint what it's about?"

"No, but it's only likely to be one thing. They don't have anywhere to mail me paperwork. Jack..."

"Wheesht. I'll go with you. We'll get it sorted somehow."

He went, but there was no sorting it. The functionary handed her an expulsion order, told her she had thirty days to comply, and never once looked at either of them as a human being would look at another.

She was silent on the way home, wide-eyed and jumpy. There wasn't a lot he could do about it behind the wheel, and he thought it was better to let her work her way through it, to deal with whatever her final conclusion was, not all the steps along the way.

He settled her on the couch and poured drinks - a double for him, a triple for her. She didn't like Scotch especially, and he knew it, but right now it was a need, damn near a medical one, not a lifestyle choice. She seemed to get that, too, and sipped slowly. He could see when she squared up to deliver her conclusion.

"You should probably take it off now. The collar. The longer you wait, the harder it's going to be. For me, I mean."

"I'll not. Not until the moment you have to get on a plane. I'll not give up until then. There has to be something to be done."

He knew this was the other reward for her - the one ignored in favor of the kinky sex - of submission. She was frightened, helpless, without options. And it was her right, her duty really, to turn her troubles over to him. He was the one who dealt with things.

There was one thing he could deal with right now. "Come along, flower."

He saw the hunger come up in her eyes when he took out the ropes. He understood it, and that was really where they meshed. Restraint was safety, a narrowing of options, clarity. And he was going to take her to the place where those things were.

He took his time, undressing her himself rather than ordering her to do it. He took even longer over the ties - rope cuffs first, her hands tight together, then lashed to the headboard; legs spread and bound to the footboard.

"You're going to let me take care of everything, aye? All that's troubling you."

"Yes, sir. But - "

"No. The only words you need are the first two."

He lingered over the rest, as well, enjoying her increasingly happy mews and sighs as he worked over her with fingers, lips, and tongue, all gentleness, all care. He knew she'd be braced for him to turn rough; he thought that kind of tension was exactly what she needed right now. It would drive back the other. And the way to keep it going was to not do what she was expecting. So he stayed with gentleness and care all through; the combination of that and being bound was clearly working for her. The third time she came, he looked down to find her looking back at him with an expression approaching wonder. For a while, she didn't have to think about anything else, and neither did he.

Sex was a lovely way of pushing the whole issue aside, but thirty days wasn't long. He started the next morning phoning everyone he could think of who might have even the most vague idea what to do. Across the board he heard that they didn't know and were very sorry.

He was not in a happy place when it came time for his next match, and neither was she. Jack thought Joe Coffey might end the evening not being so happy, either.

He started it in a way that Jack wasn't expecting at all, and was certainly distracting - looking at Chandra like a besotted pup.

_Well, isn't this interesting, now?_ He didn't think Chandra had noticed at all. She might as well have been on another planet entirely, lost in thought as she clearly was.

She had noticed, as it turned out.

She picked her spot, as she'd done with Lionheart, when Jack was down and needed time to collect himself. The crowd noise amped up again - word apparently had spread about the mayhem that was imminent when she got up on the ring apron - but there was something else in it this time. He looked up, trying to clear his vision; getting punched in the face by Coffey really wasn't the best way to spend an evening. Everything came into focus just in time for him to see a worse one.

There was no doubt at all that Coffey had a case for Chandra. Or that she was aware of it. They were utterly gaze-locked, as good as the only two people in the room. Coffey was reaching out, for her hair, Jack thought, when she hooked her arms under the ropes and threw herself back, putting about another foot of distance between them. As she started to rebound back toward him, everything went red.

Jack thought for a second his vision was screwed again. It was the combination of the crowd's reaction and Coffey's that sorted it out for him: She'd misted the man, dead between the eyes. Coffey went down roaring like a beast and clawing at his face, and Chandra dropped to the floor coughing and wiping at her mouth - and turning so the referee couldn't see that she was red from nose to chin. Jack could have pinned Coffey nine or ten times.

She was somewhere between gleeful and agonized backstage; whatever the stuff was, it apparently burned. She fumbled in her purse and came up with a small bottle, spun the cap off, and took a swig of it. A few swishes and she spit it out, then put more on a paper towel and wiped her face with it. When she was done the red was gone, and she was clearly in far less pain.

"What is that?"

"Antidote. I don't know other than that. But it works. That shit really burns."

She wasn't there when he got out of the shower. He had a good idea where he'd find her.

Jack could only imagine the negotiations that had to have gone on to get them there, but he found Chandra in one of the other dressing rooms with Coffey, carefully swabbing his eyes with the stuff from the bottle, apologizing profusely as she did. He had no shame at all over falling back and having a listen.

"Better?"

"Aye."

"Take this. It'll get the rest off your face. And out of your beard, assuming there's enough in the bottle for that. I'd better go."

"Stay a bit? You owe me at least that, aye?"

"Probably I do, yeah. But I can't. I need to go."

"Before he finds you're gone?"

"Well, this wouldn't be the easiest thing to explain."

"Stay. If it's explaining he wants, I'll explain it."

"I don't really want to know how you'd do that, do I? No, I've got to go."

"What will he do if he finds you here? Tell me, lass. Riding crops? Whips?"

"Why? Like to watch?" Jack stepped into the doorway. "Time to go, pet. Go to the car. Now."

"I was just - "

"_Now._"

"It's not his fault. He didn't know I was coming here." She darted out before he had to tell her again.

He took his time getting back to the car when he'd said what he had to say to Coffey. Let her fret over it a bit. He wasn't angry exactly, but she could have put herself at real risk if Coffey weren't the man he was. That would need addressing. And so would her punishment.


	12. Chapter 12

Thanks to everyone who's followed and faved. It's good to know someone's paying attention; the stats tend to suggest otherwise. :)

Yeah, this is going places...

* * *

><p>She knew she was in trouble; he could tell that by her partially-huddled posture against the car door.<p>

"Sit straight. I'll not punish you while I'm driving."

She sat up, but still as close to the door as she could reasonably get.

"He wants to fuck you." And if she was this worried about having done wrong, it could really only mean one thing, couldn't it?

"He certainly didn't tell _me_ so."

"That wise mouth."

"I'm sorry, sir. But he really didn't. I brought him the antidote, it took a lot of convincing before he'd let me anywhere near his eyes, and then I gave him the rest of the bottle. I don't think he said fifty words to me. And none of them were about that."

"The ones he said to me were. Not so plain as that, but about it. Aye, he was worried that I'd punish you for going to him. And angry I'd make you do a thing that could have hurt you, as well. And so we're clear, pet, you're to be punished. Not for going to him, or for wanting him. For doing a dangerous thing without permission."

"You wouldn't have given it."

"Fucking right I'd have not. That doesn't excuse you not asking."

"And who says I want him?"

"I do. Are you saying it's not so? Keen to stack a punishment for lying on top of what you've already got coming?"

"I don't know. How can I? I just met the man, and look at how I did it. There's something about him, but I don't know what it is."

"Aye, that sounds more like truth. One punishment, then."

* * *

><p>The hand that clamped over her mouth was enormous. She swore she could feel the fingertips on the back of her head with the palm flat against her mouth. About all Chandra was able to get out as she was dragged into the utility closet was <em>Mmmphrfthr<em>.

"Was that 'motherfucker'? It did sound like 'motherfucker' to me. It's only myself, lass. I want to talk with you. You'll not run or scream if I let you go?"

It was Coffey, and for a few seconds, lying and then screaming as soon as he let go seemed like a really good idea. But if he planned to hurt her, why let go at all? It wasn't easy to shake her head when he had her by it with both hands, but she managed enough to be understood.

"Right then." He let go of her gently. "Are you all right, lass?"

"I _was_. Thanks for the stress test."

"Sorry about that, aye. He doesn't leave you on your own often, does he?"

"Have you been watching?"

"Waiting. Is there something I ought not to have seen? If so, I'd have to guess I didn't see it. And you've not answered. Are you all right?"

"I'm fine. Do we really have to talk in here? Uhm, you take up most of it." Which was no more than the truth. He was no more than an inch or two taller than her, but he was built like an oak tree.

He laughed. "All right, then. There ought to be somewhere else private in the place."

He found what looked like it might have been an office once; it was piled with tables and chairs now. He fished two chairs from the tangle and put them down. She tried not to flinch when he put his hand on her back to show her to one, but she was still pretty sore, so she didn't entirely succeed.

He wasn't dumb, that was clear. He skipped another round of verbal jousting and lifted the back of her shirt up. For five seconds, maybe ten, he was completely silent. Then he lowered her shirt again, slowly and with painstaking care.

"What did he do? _What?_"

"He punished me. For doing something dangerous, not over you, okay? This isn't on you, so you don't have to do anything about it."

"Outwith ripping his fucking head off."

"Listen - "

"I'm called Joe, not Listen."

"Joe, then. All I had to do was tell him to stop."

"And he'd just have quit beating you, so easy as that? I was born during the day, lass, but it wasn't yesterday. How can you just take that? How can you not leave? Do you have nowhere to go?"

Technically, she didn't really, but it wasn't what he meant and she knew it. She had no idea what to say. Explaining these things never worked well outside people who didn't need it explained to start with.

"If you like that, you do. But this...You need something on it. Stay here."

It gave her time to feel the surreality of it all set in. _It's all happening again. Even the accent's the same, for fucksake. It's just that he's wrong this time._

He came back with a big white jar. "It may hurt a bit going on, but you'll heal faster. Ah..."

It took her a few seconds to translate _Ah_ to _Your bra strap is in the way_. She reached back, wincing a little, and unhooked it, then pulled the back of her shirt the rest of the way up to her neck. Her front was still fairly well covered, as long as she kept hanging on to the bottom of the shirt.

It was some kind of ointment. It was thick and stubbornly refused to rub in until the combined warmth of their skin had softened it a bit. Once it did, she felt a little better almost immediately. He was careful, huge hands surprisingly delicate on her, and the few times she did wince away, he winced along with her.

"What did he use to do this?"

"A riding crop." It wasn't shame - she wasn't really sure _what_ it was - but she was suddenly grateful she wasn't looking him in the face. "I came while he was doing it. Twice."

"Christ. There _are_ easier ways, you know."

"Most of them...don't work so well for me."

"Then they're being done wrong." She would have sworn he wasn't so much rubbing the ointment in now as just rubbing, but it still felt good. "I - "

She was sure what she heard was his teeth clashing together as he shut his mouth abruptly. _Be damned, maybe Jack was right after all._ "You shouldn't be around me, and you know it."

"I don't care."

"Start caring. It's all a moot point in three weeks anyway. Let it go."

"Why? What's on in three weeks?"

"The Home Office is going to show me the door. Thanks, bye, don't let it hit you where the good Lord split you."

"What in hell have they got to deport you for?"

"It's paperwork, not anything I did. That's why I don't have to leave right away; it's my time to appeal."

"Then do."

"It's no use. My visa isn't valid, and I don't have any argument that it is. Jack's trying to do something, but there _is_ nothing. We both know it."

"How badly does he want to keep you here?"

"If you're about to suggest what I think you are, immigration doesn't work that way."

"It does if you've someone to job the system out to you."

"Which I don't."

"Which you might, aye." He was smiling. It was unexpectedly cute. "I know someone who might be able to help."

The someone, a hasty phone call uncovered, was his cousin. She'd seen enough of 'Oh, my cousin can do that' in her life to be wary, but this cousin had a built-in advantage: He was an immigration lawyer. By the time the call was over, she felt something she hadn't since they put the notice in her hand - hope. It was thin at best, but it was there. "I think it's about time we let Jack in on this, don't you?"

"Why?"

"Because someone to marry would be useful, don't you think? Even if I could marry myself, it would just make me a double-American or something, which wouldn't help the situation much."

"Marry me. I'll not hit you, surely that counts for something."

_Boring Saturday nights?_ "You can't be serious."

"Why can I not?"

"Joe, what's my last name?"

He shrugged roughly, a frustrated look on his face. "Does he know?"

She wasn't sure, really. She couldn't remember ever telling him. "_You_ don't. That's the point."

"Ah, go and get him, then." Something in his tone said he hadn't exactly given up, just let her have that point, or part of it at least.

She found Jack looking for her, and furious. "Where have you fucking _been_?"

"I think you should come with me. There's...someone you need to talk to."

Something in her voice stopped him in his tracks. "Right then. Show me."

He wasn't any happier to see who was waiting, and what he had to say didn't exactly go over gangbusters, either. It didn't help that the terms had changed in the time she was gone.

"I'll not chain her in a marriage to you, you miserable bastard. You call it what you like, I'd not do that to a woman knowing the man's cut and bruised her already and will again."

"Joe, when did this turn into you or else? It wasn't that when I walked out of here." Chandra sounded like she was trying to keep calm, and partially succeeding, at least.

"I never said that, aye? If not me, someone else, then. Hell, fucking Galloway wouldn't do that to you. I don't like him any better, but he'd not do _that_."

"No, but his fiancee might. Just when I thought it wasn't possible for her to like me any less." She took a slow breath. _In. Out. Gather thoughts._ "Jack, I think I need to talk to him a little more, okay?"

He grabbed her arm and took her aside first. She saw how Joe's eyes narrowed at the grab; she decided to pretend she hadn't noticed.

"What's to talk about, pet?"

"I think his cousin really can help. And I don't think he's especially invested in marrying me himself, either."

"He's invested in you not marrying _me_."

"Pretty much, yeah. He doesn't get it. He automatically assumes you will, for one thing."

"If it keeps you here, it's not so different from this, aye?" He reached up and tapped her collar.

It was, to her at least. It was the first place their roads were going to diverge, it seemed. "Let me try again."

"Aye, all right. I'll not be far, though."

She waited until the door shut behind him. "Joe, do you know why I want to stay? I mean, you don't think I'm going to be thrown into a political prison or something if I go back to Texas?"

"Aye, I know. It's him. Why else would you let him do such things to you? You love him."

"But I don't. And he doesn't love me, either. We...understand each other. That's not a little thing for me, you know? It's more than enough to make me want to stay here. So marrying him would be the sensible thing to do, if the whole thing will even work at all. You see that?"

"Aye, I see it. _Fuck_ sensible."

It took him about a stride and a half to cross the little room to her. Being pulled against him felt like being taken by an enormous wave. The kiss was urgent, insistent, and put every nerve in her on alert. _Whoa damn, what's this?_

"You can learn. A while of being treated as you ought to be, and you'll learn to want me."

"Learn?"

"Aye. I learned to want you. I'm a quick learner is all."

* * *

><p><em>What's on?<em>

Jack rolled over and grabbed his phone. Yeah, this should be good. _Oh, nothing much. Coffey proposed to Chandra._

There was a pause. A long pause. _Which one?_

_We've got more than one Chandra?_

_Bawbag. Which was it?_

_Joe._

Another pause, not quite as long this time. _That fond of a good misting, is he? Did someone tell him that's not what a blow job actually is? What did he propose, exactly?_

_The usual. I did say propose, not proposition._

_She's not accepted, has she?_

_No. She's not turned him down, either._

_Oh, for fucksake. Can you at least keep her behaving until I get back?_

_Unless she does something drastic, she won't be here when you get back. They've given her papers._

_Did Coffey do this thinking it would keep her in country?_

_I think so. Mostly that. He's also a bit moon-eyed. And very, very angry with me._

_More than the usual?_

_He found the aftermath of some of our play. So he's not overly keen on her marrying me, which would be my preference._

_It would?_

_Surely better me than him. With us it wouldn't change so much, really._

Another pause, the longest of the lot. _If she decides she'll go so far to stay, she's going to accept him, Jack._

_Why the fuck would she do such a thing?_

_Because you have to ask that. And I suspect he wouldn't._

He thought about that a long time. He went to sleep still not understanding.
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I was feeling part of the scenery,  
>I walked right out of the machinery,<br>My heart going boom boom boom  
>"Hey," he said, "Grab your things,<br>I've come to take you home."

* * *

><p>A week hadn't changed much. No one but Coffey seemed able or inclined to help Chandra, and his help still came with the same restrictions: He'd sooner help her marry a stranger off the street than Jack, and his preference was clearly still for himself.<p>

And Chandra still hadn't turned him down.

"I mean, it's kind of sweet, in a batshit insane way. And, well...if we can come to some kind of understanding..._Could_ you?"

"You can _not_ be seriously considering this."

"Would you rather I have to leave? I don't see a third option."

"I don't know what I'd rather. I don't want either."

She didn't know if he realized it - she thought probably not - but that only gave her more to think about. _I'll do anything so I can stay. But he won't._

It took her another two days - not to reach the conclusion, that had happened already - but to accept it: _When you don't love someone, this is what happens when things get rough._ The strain was just too much; sex wasn't enough to hold her and Jack together through this. And she was sick to tears of the struggle. He hadn't kept his promise, hadn't taken care of it. If the one thing that would keep her here didn't care, then why fight so hard to stay?

She'd gone to him and told him again that it was time to take the collar off, that it would be easier for her if he did it before she left. She didn't want a public scene to add to how much it already would hurt. And he'd taken it off without another word.

She wasn't working for anyone now, so his going to the shows alone this weekend wasn't an issue. She intended to be out of his flat and back in a hotel when he got back. What good would drama do, anyway? She could spend her last ten days seeing Glasgow; she'd hardly been anywhere like a proper tourist at all.

She'd told Drew what was going on, and that she'd be leaving, probably going back to Texas. He didn't seem happy about it, but he wasn't leaping in to change the thing, either. What could he do? And for what, now?

She had everything packed and was considering which hotel to call a cab to take her to when someone knocked on the door. She would have asked before she opened it usually, especially at ten at night, but she was distracted; she just went and opened it.

It took her a few seconds, but only a few, to figure him out: Joe's brother Mark. It wasn't hard to tell. She'd seen him in passing a few times; lately he'd been looking at her with more interest, for all the obvious reasons, no doubt.

"You. I want to talk to you."

"I'm really not in the mood for a chat right now. If you're here to tell me to leave him alone, tell him instead. I didn't start this. And I'm leaving, anyway. You don't have to worry."

"Leaving? Why?"

"I don't have any reason to stay any more."

He looked at the small heap of bags on the couch. "Ah. Would you need a lift somewhere?"

She shook her head. "I'll call a cab."

One of the bags slipped off the pile; it was about the hundredth time it had happened in the past couple of hours. She turned to pick it up yet again; before she could bend do to it, she was in a chokehold. She had exactly enough time to think it was a good one before she blacked out.

* * *

><p>"She's coming round. What the fuck is <em>wrong<em> with you?"

"Ah, I panicked. She said she was leaving, the bags were all there, and she wouldn't tell me if she was going to the airport."

"So you decided on - Gently, then, lass. Don't try to sit up yet."

She had a couple of things figured out: She was in a moving vehicle with Joe and his brother, and her upper body was in Joe's lap. Beyond that, she didn't have a clue. "What the _hell_ is going on?"

"A wee bit of bride-stealing is all."

Joe groaned. "Christ, haud yer wheesht. You're only making it worse."

She tried to sit up again. It worked a little better. "I don't see how it could be any worse. Just take me back, all right? Where are we going, anyway?"

"The plan was my bro here would talk you into coming and seeing me. Not choke you into it. What's this he says about you leaving?"

"I don't have a reason to stay any more."

"I've a reason for you to stay, is that not enough?"

"Go on and show her your reason. Whip it right out and let her see."

"Oh, for fucksake, Mark!"

"Aye, exactly."

Joe groaned again and Chandra broke up laughing; there was no helping it. Brothers, right down to the ground.

They eventually got rid of their one-man peanut gallery, but she wasn't sure she was entirely happy to see him go. Joe had decided the place to talk to her was his flat, her bags in a new heap in the middle of the sitting room. Which meant so much for Jack getting home and realizing she was gone and her things weren't. Only two people in the entire world knew where she was right now.

Maybe it was in her face somehow. He looked hurt, but he got up, rooted through the pile of bags, and handed her purse to her. "Your phone's in there. Will you give me ten minutes before you use it?"

"All right." She had no idea who she'd call, anyway. "However he did it, your brother got me here. You've got ten minutes of undivided attention."

The first thing he did was get up and walk away. He came back with drinks. He sat there silent, watching her fiddle with hers, until she couldn't take it any more. "You're burning into your ten minutes."

"And I didn't break up a dozen sleeping tablets in that drink."

"Only nine, huh?" She took a sip. "I'm not a Scotch drinker. That's really why I've got to go back. I need to be where there's good tequila."

"It's gone." He reached toward her, then seemed to think better of it and touched his own throat instead.

"Yeah. What it meant is gone. And pretty damn soon, I'll be gone, too."

"Acting as if it doesn't hurt you all the while?"

"Fake it until you make it. I'll be all right."

He looked like he didn't believe that a bit. "What will you do?"

"Go home, I guess. I have a grandmother that will please very much. After that, I don't know. I didn't know when I left, either. The circle of life, right?"

_So hurt and angry. Fuck, there couldn't be a worse time with her like this, but what am I going to do? If she walks out of here today, she's gone._ "I'm...not a wealthy man, Chandra. But I can take care of you well enough. You'll not be wanting. I can even manage a thing like this now and again."

It wasn't a grand spectacle of diamonds and other precious things, he really couldn't do that, but it _was_ gold, there _was_ a diamond, and that tightness around her eyes softened a bit, into what he thought might be wonder.

"Joe...my god, you can't really think this is sane."

"It's not a bit. I want to do it still. Come find out if there's something for us, lass."

"Get married to find out if we're even fit to be left alone in the same room."

"Aye. We've no other choice if we're to find out. If you don't marry me, they'll deport you. Then we'll never know. I don't know that there's any guarantee they still won't, but it's a chance for us."

Two thoughts were chasing each other around in her head: _Is this really any crazier than anything else I've done in the past five years or so?_ was running just behind _I'm going to regret it for the rest of my life if I just walk away without finding out why I'm still sitting here right now._ "And what exactly would you want from me?"

"Time. And trying, not just coasting along pretending to. Give it a real chance."

"That's all?"

"That you'd be a wife to me in all ways when you're ready."

"You mean if I'm ready."

"_When_. You will be. I know it. And one last wee thing, lass."

"What's that?"

"Tell me your last name before I change it, for fucksake."

She broke up laughing. Not exactly a rom-com proposal on the beach, but she put her hand out and pulled it back with a ring on it.

The second time he kissed her was mostly a replay of the first; her entire body woke up and started wanting things. _Oh, I think there's one thing we're going to get right, at least._

"Where were you going when Mark got there?"

"A hotel. I've got ten days. Nine now."

"I'll have my cousin come tomorrow early with the papers. He says he can have the wait time brought down to a week."

"How long is it usually?"

"Four months or more."

"So your cousin has naked pictures of somebody with a goat and a four pounds of salt-water taffy?"

He laughed. He did it with his whole body, and something about that acted on her a lot like being kissed had. "No, lass. He knows what papers to fill in and where the right signatures on them will help. And it's a sheep, not a goat." He looked at his drink for a while. "I've one bedroom. If you still want a hotel, I'll take you there."

"And then you can have to shuttle your cousin over there too, and inconvenience him even more, so we can pretend we're not going to. Thank you for asking, but we don't have to play the blushing virgin game. It's not really going to fool either of us, is it?"

"If you don't want it, that's no game."

"I'm all right." It was a relief, actually. She was more certain with every minute that passed that she didn't understand him at all. But this, she understood.

Or she thought she did, at least. All her protests fell on ears that, if not deaf were exquisitely stubborn. The couch pulled out, and that was where she slept. But only because she flopped down on it and refused to get up; he'd had every intention of taking it himself, and never mind that there was no earthly way he'd fit on it.

No, she didn't understand him the least little damn bit.


	14. Chapter 14

Joe's cousin turned up early in the morning as promised, papers in tow. The stack wasn't as horrible as Chandra was expecting.

"No telling of tales, now. Even if the truth is tangled, lying will slow the works far more, aye?"

She nodded, then went to work. She was a page and a half in when Joe leaned over from where he was filling his own set of papers out and snagged her passport. He glanced at the first page, beamed at her, then handed it back. She burst into laughter. His cousin just sat there looking at them like they were both out of their minds.

When they'd handed over the completed forms, he glanced over them, nodding. "I don't see any enormous roadblocks. I've made an appointment for you with the clerk's office for a week from now. They know how tight time is. Bring along two witnesses. Mark's fine, but I ought not to be the other; my name's going to be on most of the paperwork as it is."

And that simply, she had a week. Seven days in which to freak out and hop the next plane to anywhere.

But she didn't, and then she didn't still, and then she didn't a last time, and they were in the clerk's office and he was putting a ring on her to match the first one and he was kissing her again. She was married.

Thanks to the hectic schedule they'd had to keep, their honeymoon such as it was would be at a card. She'd been reluctant to go, for all the obvious reasons. No one knew she was still in the country, and she would have been happy to keep it that way. But Joe wasn't having it.

"I'll not see you hiding behind a locked door. And I'll not spend tonight apart. In the car with you."

He wouldn't let her stay at the hotel during the show, either. "There'll be more chatter about our trying to keep it a secret than there will be about our just being as we are. They'll be accustomed to seeing you there with me before long, lass. Just another day at the office."

His plain confidence worked on her as she was wired for it to; she obeyed, and was relieved to do it, even knowing that Drew was back and would be there.

She was hanging back, watching and fully intending to not be seen. He saw her anyway.

"What in...? Come out here, flower. Come along. What are you still doing here? How? Where's Jack?"

Chandra's first thought once she was actually in the ring with him was just to get away. This couldn't possibly end well, could it? She tried to slip by him and just run like hell, but he caught her arm first, then her other shoulder. Pulling against his grip was just stupid, but she did it anyway. "Drew, let me go. You've _got_ to, right - "

"Galloway! Take your fuckin' hands off my wife!"

For about two seconds there was perfect silence from the crowd. She could see mouths actually hanging open. Then a roar went up that was loud enough she could feel pressure on her eardrums. And then they started singing something. She was pretty good with the accent now, but the singing always left her mostly stumped. Something about someone named Bobby? Hell if she knew.

"_Wife?!_" It was all Drew had time to say before Joe hit him doing about 80. They went down in a tangle of cursing and punching.

She was yelling at them both to stop, but that wasn't going to happen. She just backed away into a corner and waited for someone to stand up. Who it would be was anybody's guess. Drew had a serious height advantage on Joe, but Joe was pissed off and ridiculously strong and had gotten the first half dozen shots in. He was the one who staggered to his feet, eyes flicking around the ring, searching for her. She went to him. The singing started again full volume when he kissed her. It wasn't a face-sucking, tongue-swallowing kiss, but she could feel something behind it that hadn't ever been there before. _I think separate beds is a thing of the past. He's done with that._

Someone outside the ring was holding a microphone up. Joe shook his head curtly and led her to the back.

"What in hell was that?"

"He was surprised to see me. You had to know he would be. He didn't have any reason to think I was anywhere but back in Texas, that I _could_ be anywhere else."

He took a deep breath. "Aye, all right. But he'll not put his hands on you, not now, not ever again. I don't trust him, and I never will. Not with my wife's well-being, not at all."

"Where is this possessive thing coming from all of a sudden? I wanted to stay back at the hotel, remember?"

"Oh, I can't be possessive of my own wife a bit when another man's got his hands on her body? You need to know whose hands belong on you."

_Holy shit...you're jealous._ "I know whose."

"Do you, then? You didn't stop him."

"Because he wasn't _doing_ anything. Joe..." This wasn't a conversation she wanted to have standing in a hallway. People were doing a bad job of pretending not to watch. "Come on." She pushed the door behind her open, hoping it wasn't a dressing room she was about to back into.

It looked like some kind of green room or hospitality lounge. And it was empty. The door didn't lock, but it did close - good enough for the moment. "All right. Tell me what you're so angry about. Drew didn't have his hands anywhere he shouldn't have. You know as well as I do he wasn't going to hurt me. What is this?"

"You tell me. He comes back here and starts putting his hands on you, telling you what to do, ordering you to come to him like - " Whatever he was going to finish that sentence with descended into a growl. "And you go to him, just as if he has the right. You'll _not_. And he'll not treat you like you belong to him. You belong to me."

He lifted her absolutely effortlessly, pushed her back against the wall. He kept her there with a leg propped under her thighs and an arm around her, while his free hand pulled and twisted clothing out of the way. "You're not for him, not for either of them. No more."

She felt it when he pushed the head in, a moment before he drove it fully into her; his cock was thick enough that he was going to have to force it into her. It was going to hurt.

It did. All she could do was wrap her arms around his neck, bury her face in his shoulder, and scream. It was good, so good.

As her body gave in before the invasion and it became taking what he was giving her rather than suffering through it, she raised her head to look at him. The look on his face was ecstatic.

_Such beautiful eyes. How did I not see before?_ She reached up and rested her fingertips on his face. "Yes, Joe, like that...just like that."

His hands under her, cradling her like a chair, her legs wrapped around his waist, he drove into her. He smiled and tipped her hips out toward him a little more; it let him get deeper still into her, and put her at an angle that made the hard, thick slab of his ab muscles bang into her clit with each thrust. She came shouting his name and begging him not to stop, to never stop.

He had to eventually, of course. They dealt with rumpled clothes as best they could, and she braced herself for whatever might be waiting. She knew she'd been plenty loud. It wasn't the only reason she was wishing for the power to teleport; more than anything, she wanted to be someplace quiet right now where she could curl up against Joe and enjoy the feeling of being well taken care of.

She found herself facing a grinning Mark instead.

"Couldn't wait? Such a long drive back to the hotel, aye?"

Joe shot him a look, but there wasn't much threat behind it. He was too relaxed for that.

There was a little staring, most of it accompanied by smiling. In the bubble she'd been living in, Joe was the enemy. Outside it, she was getting the impression he was well liked. She thought her own reputation might need some repair. Probably a lot.

She couldn't curl up, but she could arrange herself so as much of her as possible was touching as much of Joe as possible. His smile gave her another reason to be happy for doing it. "Hey, is your middle name Robert?"

"No."

"Then who's Bobby?"

Joe turned beet red. Mark stared at her for a few seconds, then slid down the wall to the floor, howling laughter. "Ah, fuck me, tell her. You've _got_ to tell her - and do it here, so I don't miss it."

"Sod off."

He never did answer, just bundled her into the car as promptly as he could. That was fine with her; she'd had enough of being looked at for the day. _Except by my husband._ It was her first real try at how the word felt in her brain. It was going to take getting used to, but she thought she might like it just fine.


	15. Chapter 15

They ate their dinner quickly and quietly, and spent as much time looking at each other speculatively as they did over their food. Chandra didn't know what Joe was speculating about, but she thought he'd like what she was.

He was quiet, the smile that had been so ready all day suddenly in hiding. She missed it. But she waited to ask until they were alone, the hotel-room door securely locked between them and everything else for a few hours.

She went to where he was sitting on the edge of the bed and slipped up behind him, legs tucked, chin on his shoulder, lips brushing his ear. "What's wrong?"

"I ought not to have done that, at the arena. It's not what our first time ought to have been. I'm sorry."

She slid her arms around him from behind, lacing her fingers over his stomach. He was a constant surprise to her physically. She would have said she'd seen every possible body type running around in the past few years, but this powerlifter's mass, density, and sheer strength was new. She liked it, and was only liking it more with passing time. "You do realize you couldn't have done me better than that with written instructions, right? I like it that way. A lot."

"Is that the only way you do?"

"Mmm, no. But believe me, you didn't upset me." She pushed up closer, leaned the whole of her upper body against his back. "What way _would_ you have done it? You know, if our first was here, right now?"

"Come round where I can see you."

She did, settling beside him, legs tucked under her. Hand cupped around the back of her head, he pulled her in and kissed her slowly, lingeringly. The sense of being explored, of being tasted, was driving her a little nuts.

"I'll not treat you as he did, Chandra. You do know that, aye?"

"I know. I never expected you to."

"Good, then. I've my own ideas of how a man fit to call himself one treats a woman. That's why I'm not proud of what I did today, sweetheart. It's...not what a man ought to do."

"And to me it is. Completely. Do you think we can find someplace in the middle to get naked in?"

Finally, that smile came back. "Oh, aye. I've been thinking on that. What about if I pin you down and give you it the way I think you ought to be having it?"

She tried to bite back the moan that bubbled up, but it got away from her.

"What's this, then? A place in the middle?"

She nodded, chewing at her lower lip anxiously.

He turned to face her, tugging up the hem of her shirt. He shook his head when she reached down to help. "Let me, sweetheart. I've not seen yet. I've been wanting."

He took his time, touching and tasting the skin he was uncovering. She was making frustrated mewing sounds by the time he laid her down on the bed and stood to shed his own clothes.

It was the first time she'd seen him naked, too. She took her time looking, hungry as she was. _God, I really had that in me. I took it all for him. And I'm going to again._ Beyond that, his body excited her in a way that felt very old, from very deep inside somewhere.

"Are you ready for me, lass? We can always make you more ready." His fingers slipped between her thighs, stroked her open, explored. "Oh aye, you're ready." He moved over her, and into her as slowly as he could bear to do. "Aye, that's it, love. Feel me in you. You like that?"

"Yes...oh fuck, yes."

She felt like it took forever for him to sink himself fully into her, and she wanted it to take forever. It didn't hurt as much as the first time, not as gentle as he was being, but he still felt like she was being taken to her limits and then pushed past them. She went past, as far as it took, for him. Their fit was so tight, she could feel exactly what she felt like inside by the sensation of him moving in her. The look in his eyes - ecstatic pleasure, wonder, need - was the same as before, but softer, less fierce.

She couldn't remember the last time anyone took so long with her. They were always in a hurry to get to hurting her, to get to coming in her. To leave her hanging so it would be like a drug, not like sharing something good. Joe wasn't in a hurry; he was savoring every bit of it, every sensation, every sound, the way they fit together and moved together.

"Aye, my wife, all of you now. My woman."

She gritted her teeth and waited; this was when it started, wasn't it? When the pounding started, the brutal claiming. Always.

But not now. He was moving more urgently in her, but no more roughly. "Let me feel you come for me."

That was all it took. She arched to him, fingers digging into his back, feet drumming on the mattress.

"Aye, that's it, that's it. So tight, my sweetheart. Give me all of it, every bit."

She did. She couldn't have done anything else. It was what he wanted. He'd told her to.

Now she could have what she'd wanted earlier. They were alone, in private. She could just be there with him, feel him there, wrap herself around and ride the rhythm of his breathing to sleep.

Part of her waited to be ordered away, pushed away even, but it didn't happen. His hands sought, found, pulled her closer.

_My husband is pleased with me._ The thought chased her down into sleep.

* * *

><p>She woke to the very unexpected sight of sunshine coming through the windows. Joe woke as she stirred, trying to untangle them from the sheet.<p>

"Morning, love. Hungry?"

"Mmm, yeah. But it can wait a little longer, can't it?"

"Surely. In the mood to be lazy?"

"Very." She stretched, languorously, then nuzzled back up against him. "It isn't something I should ask anyone else, is it?"

"For breakfast?"

"No, about Bobby."

"Boaby."

"Am I about to want to start killing people?"

"Possibly, aye." He took her hand and pulled it under the covers and put it exactly where she'd started to suspect he was going to.

"Ah, in the grand tradition of Peter, Willie, Dick, and John Thomas. Why do guys do that, anyway? I don't call my cooter Martha."

For a few seconds, he looked completely poleaxed. "But you do call it a cooter, and that's surely not weird."

"I'm from Texas. That explains things the same way I've been told 'he's from Scotland' explains things. And it gets better. That's the name for a kind of turtle, too. And there's a football coach named Jim Bob Cooter, and if you can't enjoy that, I don't know what can be done for you. Now, what were they singing, exactly?"

Now that it was clear she wasn't horrified, he was smiling. "Yer gettin' Joe's boaby on Saturday night."

"Well...it _was_ Saturday."

"Aye."

"And you know what they say about twice on Sunday."


End file.
